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SUBSCRIPTIONS/BACK ISSUES: Til Summer ‘10 the 
best place to get Roctober is www.dustygroove.com 
Editor: Jake Austen/Contributing Editors: Everyone Else 
Editor’s Intro: This is an awesome issue and you 
will love it. I’m sorry there’s so much obituary stuff, 
but I’m not sorry about any of the awesome content 
here, only sorry because these icons died. Here’s the 
big news: A Roctober book is in the works from 
Duke, and I am on the road for the next ten months, 
so there wont be another rissue til Summer 2010. In 
the interim we may decide to do some web content, 
or we may have announcements about the book, so... 
PLEASE SIGN UP FOR ROCTOBER E-MAILS! 
Any subscribers, readers, fans, contributors, nosy 
letter carriers, please send your e-mail address to 
list@roctober.com and we will keep you up to date. 
CORRECTIONS DEPARTMENT: In this issue’s 
FINAL CURTAIN Mr. Battles identifies the guy who 
"replaced" Mark Lindsay in The Raiders as Omar 
Martinez. That's another guy. They latter day singer 
is Carlo Driggs (he was in Kracker and Foxy.John) 
"Yeah , Disco was cool . Just kept me behind in my 
car payments for a while." Paul Revere. 

LAST MINUTE NEWS: LES PAUL DIED TODAY. 


I caught Paul’s Tuesday set a decade or so ago when he was a youthful 
80-something and what most impressed me was that he was 
videotaping the show to study later so he could improve his technique! 
Here’s a review of his recent Monday set that Madeline Bocaro did a 
couple years back: Les Paul Plays His Les Paul: Now here’s 
something that should be on top of the list of things one should 
experience before they die...and there’s not much time left in which to 
do it. It was an honour and privilege to see Les Paul playing his Les 
Paul — at age 92! It’s amazing to hear a custom guitar perfectly in tune, 
with such fine, warm and deliberate tonality. He played extraordinarily 
pure notes; twanging, bending and picking, with true wisdom in each 
note. It’s true, arthritis has slowed him down a bit, but his playing was 
more refined, rather than restricted by it. Paul is a master of melody. It 
took years to devise and hone his craft, and only Les Paul can play the 
electric guitar as he meant it to be played. He certainly proved that less 
is more. The notes were few and simple, yet each one was absolutely 
necessary and appropriate. It’s amazing that the instrument was 
embraced by rock n’ rollers of all generations, and how differently each 
of them utilized it! You will not leave this show with your ears ringing, 
but with your heart singing! Mr. Paul even threw in some ‘old people’ 
shtick; “I got a fantastic new hearing aid at Home Depot- it’s got a 
button on it for ‘mother-in-law’!” The banter between Les and his jazz 
trio (guitar, stand -up bass and piano) was actually quite funny. And 
you never know who will show up on a Monday night; this time it was 
Beaver Cleaver who is currently starring in Hairspray on Broadway! A 
musical performance of such importance should never be mixed with 
dinner and drinks. During a sweet, sublime rendition of ‘Over The 
Rainbow’, the bar tabs were being given out and everyone was 
distracted, reaching for their wallets. It was sacrilege! 
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Roctober will not have a massive memorial to Michael Jackson 
this issue . One reason is that | have been working on a major 
article on the Jackson Five in which | discovered many 
previously unreported details about their pre-Motown time in 
Chicago. You can check it out at www.chicagoreader.com. Next 
issue we’ ll publish a more rambling version in these pages. Also, 
this issue is already 50% obituaries, dayenu! Third, if your 
coffeetable/toilet tank is not already covered with MJ tribute 
magazines you are a bad American! Johnson Publishing needs 
your money, as does the whole print industry. And the main 
reason; denial. Every time | heard a newscaster say, or saw a 
newspaper print, the words “Michael Jackson is dead” my 
visceral reaction was disbelief that they would print that 
absurdity, the same feeling as when Fox News runs with an 
absurdly false story. | was fine watching the memorial service, 
except every time they showed the casket I freaked out. When | 
say Michael Jackson Forever, | mean it. He is not dead as far as 
I’m concerned. But in theoretical tribute, I’d like to share some 
leftovers from my J5 article, memories of Jackson from some 
folks who knew him in the 60s: 

GORDON KEITH (put out J 5’s first 45, “Big Boy”): I 
went on over and sure enough they were setting up the 
audition for me in their living room and as they were 
getting prepared I seen Michael walk over to Tito’s guitar 
cord, which was stretched between Tito’s guitar and Tito’s 
amplifier. And it was chest high to Michael, so I seen him 
walk over there and flatfootedly jump over that guitar cord. 
And I was pretty sold right there without seeing them sing 
or dance because I’d never seen anyone do that. Before 
that, nor since. I mean it was a flatfooted jump. It was not a 
running jump. Chest high was the guitar cord. 

DELROY BRIDGEMAN (sang backup on “Big Boy”): 
He was a man in a little boy’s body, 7-8-9 years old, just 
amazing how talented he was. 

BEN BROWN (president of Steeltown Records, the first 
label to release a Jackson 5 record): There were two things 
that I thought were pretty interesting. | was driving the 
group to one event I hada Lincoln Continental, 1967, and 
I just looked back and I noticed that Michael was walking 
across my seat, and he was so small that his head wasn’t 
coming close to the top of the car and I was amazed that I 
was taking this little guy to work. And then another thing 
that happened, we were at a place called Trinity Hall and 


Joe came in late, walked in and immediately noticed 
soniething with the sound, and he went up and adjusted the 
sound and made the whole group sound a thousand times 
better, which gave me a lot of respect for his ability and 
awareness in that area. Because we were sound people as 
well, but Joe could tell the uniqueness of his group and he 
made those adjustments. 

WILTON CRUMP (arranged strings for a J5 45; his 
group lost to them in their first high school talent show. In 
the J5’s last Roosevelt talent show, Crump’s group won 
and got booed, because the crowd didn’t know the - 
professional J5 wasn’t eligible): I was coming up Jackson 
street, and realized there was this Volkswagon bus in front 
of me. And Michael was in the back window, and he 
recognized me from the talent shows and he had a certain 
smile on his face and he waved at me. And I always will 
remember that childlike spirit that I saw in him that day, 
that smiling face looking out the back of that bus and 
waving at me. 
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As Bill Bruford — once called “the godfather of 
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Interview by Bob Abrahamian and Jake Austen 
(Photos courtesy Gilles Petard , Bob Abrahamian & Robert Pruter) 
In her eighty years Bernice Williams has worked hard to support her 
family, waitressing, collecting rent for a landlord, and putting in over 
thirty years for Chicago’s Department of Water Management. But for an 
important stretch in the late-1950s and early 60s she was moonlighting 
as one of the most outstanding songwriters in Chicago R&B, crafing 
some true local classics, managing several acts, recording a few vocals, 
and helping to write one of the most iconic songs in Rock ‘n’ Roll 
history. A singer all her life, Williams briefly performed pop songs in 
West Side nightclubs in the early fifties. She began writing her own 
compositions as a young woman, singing to herself, and sharing with 
others (she once wrote lyrics in a soldier's notebook which she was later 
told he turned into a movie script, perhaps the 1954 Shelley Winters’ 
melodrama Playgirl). But after she began recording her songs into a 
home tape recorder in the late fifties she was motivated to try selling her 
songs, and began working with legendary producer Ralph Bass, leading 
to her first record. “Western Rock ‘n’Roll” is a 1958 novdty tune that 
gave the Chicago R&B treatment to Dickie Goodman’s goofy cutin 
records by having plus-size soul shouter Tiny Topsy string together 
snippets of popular songs to recap episodes of cowboy TV shows Topsy 
(Otha Lee Moore) was a rocking vocalist well-regarded by R&B fans 
and collectors today, but Williams was not satisfied with the singers 
Bass had recording her compositions and began writing for (and 
managing) her own groups. These included Tiny Tip and the Tip Tops 
(no relation to Tiny Topsy), to whom she stayed powerfully loyal, the 





outstanding vocal group the Accents, and the Starlets, a mischievous girl 
group whose rule bending inadvertently helped establish the career of 
the great Patti LaBelle. But her greatest group was the Dukays Credited 
as one of the acts that bridged the doo wop and soul eras, the Dukays 
consisted of Earl Edwards, Ben Broyles, James Lowe, Shirley Johnson, 
and Shirley’s cousin, lead singer Eugene Dixon, better known as Gene 
Chandler. The group released two locally popula, Williams-written 
singles on the Nat label, and a third record that would have been Nat’s 
breakthrough if it hadn’t been heard by Vee Jay’s Calvin Carter. Carter 
arranged for his label to take over the release, and to nab Gene Chandler 
as a solo artist. “Duke of Earl” was not only an R&B smash, but also a 
huge pop record, hitting the Billboard Hot 100 on January 13, 1962, 
eventually spending three weeks at #1. “Duke” is credited to three 
songwriters, Williams, Chandler, and the Dukays’ founder, Earl 
Edwards. In Robert Pruter’s Chicago Soul Chandler claims he was the 
primary writer, Williams tweaked a few words, and Earl was given a 
piece of the song only because his name appears in the title. Edwards 
told Pruter the same story, only with his name insertedas the primary 
author. Williams’ version of events has not yet been told to her 
satisfaction, so she was anxious to get her account on the record. 
Though she still receives songwriter royalties from BMI, Williams 
claims her contributions to the classic have been under-compensated and 
denigrated (she says Chandler at one point claimed her exhusband was 
the co-author, not Williams). But though Williams’ greatest legacy will 
be that monumental song (and, to some degree, the controversy 
surrounding it’s composition), her achievements are far more than a 
walk through a dukedom. All the Dukays songs that preceded “Duke” 
are excellent, particularly “Nite Owl” and “Festival of Love,” and she 
also wrote exceptional solo songs for Chandler, including “London 
Town” and “The Big Lie.” “Better Tell Him No” by the Starlets (with 
Williams singing co-lead as the scolding matriarch) is a joyous novelty 
tune, one of the funnest Chicago records of that era. And perhaps her 
finest works were her three singles with the Accents,one outsFtanding 
late doo wop record and two stellar uptempo Chicago soul numbers. The 
awesome “Enchanted Garden” supplements street corner harmony with 
innovative bird noises.” The magnificent “New Girl” not only has 
whistling, and a nod to immortal deefy Herb Kent's nonsense jive talk, 
but it showcases one of the best hooks in Windy City R&B history. And 
the follow-up, “You Better Think Again,” is simply mindblowing 
Chicago soul. But, despite her songcrafting achievements (which 
continue today, as she » still crafting gospel and secular songs), the 
woman who rehearsed R&B bands while fixing supper for her family 
likely would call her offspring her greatest legacy. But considering that 
her daughter Roxanne and son-in-law Donald Burnett performed in a 
fusion band called Skyline in Chicago clubs in the 70s and her grandson 
is rapper JNan (who works with his brother Kenton), they can be 
considered part of her musical legacy as well. Now let's walk though 
this world with Bernice Williams... 

Roctober: Are you originally from Chicago? 

Bernice Williams: Yes, the West side. 

R: How did you get involved in writing music? 

BW: I discovered I could write in the bathtub. I liked to sing, cause I 
could sing, So | started singing, and I sang one song, then I sang another 
song, and then I realized I never heard those songs before, so I must be 
writing. That’s how I knew. 

How old were you? 

Around 21 or 22. I was married and had one child. I was singing I 
couldn’t play an instrument. I would sing what I wrote, and would keep 
it in my head. Then I moved to the Southwest side, 61" St, we bought a 
house. It was old but it served its purpose. That’s when I got a tape 
recorder, and then I really started to write, because I could put it on tape 
and not have to hold it in my mind 

And you would just sing straight into the tape player, you didn’t 
have a guitar or piano? 

That's the way I still do now, I sing my copyrights. 

How did you get started working in the record industry? 

I went out with my tape recorder to Ralph Bass (the Rock and Roll Hall 
of Famer who worked as a talent scout and producer for Savoy, King 














and Chess). He listened to my song and he had me record my first 
recording. 

How did you know him? 

I called the Federal office and asked them would they be interested in 
some songs. I told him I'd bring my tape recorder, because he didn’t 
have one. (all laugh) 

Do you remember what song you played for him? 

“Space Time.” So I played some songs for him and he told me what he 
needed, could I write it and I went home and I wrote “Western Rock ‘n’ 
Roll.” (sings) “I got the Western, Western Rock ‘n’ Roll/Wyatt Earp got 
the drop/Somebody’s eating his lollipop lollipop oh lolli lollipop.” (the 
last phrase is sung to the tune of the Chordettes’ “Lollipop.” The song 
also incorporated snippets of “Get A Job,” “At the Hop” and other 
popular songs). It went on like that with the stories on TV and the 
records. 

What artist recorded that? 

Tiny Topsy. 






That came out on Federal and was a hit in Chicago. That’s actually 
collectible now. So why didn’t you stay with Federal? 

They didn’t do so good with my records, the people he had recording 
them weren't good enough in my book. So I thought I'd try Phil Chess. I 
had met him some time earlier when I was working for Mr. Reuben, a 
Jewish man who owned property on the West Side who needed 
somebody to collect the rent. | was allowed to live free and keep ten 
percent of what I collected. At the time I was the only provider for my 
daughter. My first husband was in jail, I tried to wait for him, but we 
broke up because he became an addict and I couldn’t go that way. So 
Mr. Reuben gave me another property to collect for, and Mr. Chess was 
a renter in the storefront part, and I went in to give him a fiveday notice 
and he told me he would send the money, he didn’t have it. When we 
got in touch again | never reminded him of it. 

When you went to see Mr. Chess was this on Michigan Avenue? 

It was on Wabash where he wasn’t paying his rent. When I went to see 
him because | wasn’t satisfied with Ralph Bass it was on Michiga. 
Anyhow, he was busy, and there was a fellow there and I said I write, do 
you need anybody. He said no, but why don’t you get yourself a group 
and teach them your songs and let them come out. I said, yeah I can do 
that and that’s what I did. And I got Tiny Tip and the Tip-Tops. 





Did you release any records on them? 

I couldn’t get a hit with him but I stuck with him trying to. I worked 
hard with Tiny Tip, he just couldn’t hold a song. He was great, but he 
couldn’t remember what he did that was so great on he second turn. If 
he did something one time and it was really good, you ask him to do it 
again, he might not be able to do it. 

Did you bring him into the Chess studios and just couldn’t get a 
good recording on him? 

Tiny Tip and the Tip Tops eventually recorded for Chess, they did two 
sides, “Say It” and “Matrimony.” And the best side wasn’t broadcast, 
because it would have been a hit. They put out the wrong side, the 
“Matrimony” side was the best, the record | wrote was mediocre, and it 
never got off the ground. 

So how did you start working with the Dukays? 

So I got Tiny Tip and I had them working at my house. One of the boys 
in the neighborhood said they heard some music coming from my house, 
because I had bought the place, and there wasn’t nobody to tellme they 
couldn’t come in and sing. And James Lowe asked me to listen to his 
group and I told him I would. And he came in with Eugene Dixon, that’s 
what his name was then, he got Gene Chandler later. And he could sing, 
you know that. So my husband said you'd make more money off him 
than you would Tiny Tip. But I still kept Tiny Tip, he got cheated. 

Was this your first husband? 

I got remarried. 

What year did they come into your house? 

1959 or 60. 

And they were called the Dukays already? 

They were the Dukays. Tiny Tip and the Tip-Tops had their name too. 
So how did you get the Dukays recorded? 

Carl Davis and Bill Sheppard (a/k/a Bunky Sheppard) were starting to 
get in the business and I told them I got a group. Carl Davis said, well 
bring them in and let me hear them. 

So they released The Big Lie”/’The Girl’s A Devil” and “Nite 
Owl’/“Festival of Love,” before “Duke of Earl.” At this point you 
were writing all their material. 

I wrote “Festival of Love” with Eugene Dixon's cousin. 

That’s Shirley Johnson, who was also in the Dukays. What was the 
story behind “Duke of Earl?” 

“Duke of Earl” went like this. I worked in the day at the water 
collection, and then came home for dinner and rehearsed the groups. So 
I came home one evening and the Dukays were supposed to cane for a 
rehearsal, and they came after I'd finished my dinner. They came in the 
door and was so excited, they said, ‘We got a million seller!’ And I said, 
yeah let me hear it. I was tired, I had a sectional, so I laid down-- I was 
dressed, of course. So, said | wanna hear this, so they started, “Duke, 
Duke, Duke, Duke of Earl..." Now Earl Edwards thought of that, and he 
named it after himself, Earl. So Gene Chandler, he knew he had to sing 
over them, and he said, “As I walk...,” and I said “through this wotd”, 
and he sang it, “nothing can stop the Duke of Earl,” and he said, “She’s 
my girl and no one can hurt her, oh no.” We sang the first verse 
together. We never got any further than that., because we didn’t know 
exactly what to do. After we got the firstpart I put it on the tape recorder 
so we would have it. So when they went up to the office to sing it they 
said, ‘that’s all we got,’ and that was all they had...what Gene and 
myself did. The background was already set, Earl Edwards did that 
cause he was the background, So they were at the office, they were 
getting ready to go in with “Nite Owl.” They went up to the office, and 
the office told them, ‘we can’t cut this, it isn’t finished,’ so the office 
called me and said can I finish it, they were going in tocut it the next 
day. And I said, I don’t know if I can or not but I'll try. People are 
confused, they think I didn’t write any of it. | wrote the second verse by 
myself when they called me. I wrote that, the duchess and everything. 
Gene chandler never heard of a duchess. 

So after it hit did you get paid OK for it. 

They cheated me. Gene Chandler, Davis and Sheppard got the most out 
of it, I don’t know why that happened, but it did. I got $13,000 from Bill 
Sheppard and he owed me $39,000, but I couldn’t make him give it to 
me, they went into bankruptcy. (Not Vee Jay, Davis and Sheppard's 
company) 





THE DUKAYS 


After “Duke” you stayed with Gene and the Dukays for a little bit 
longer. You wrote “London Town,” which is a great song, how did 
you get the idea for that song? 

I had to write something to be a hit like “Duke of Earl,” but I couldn’t. I 
had another song that have been a top record, but I gave it to Tiny Tip 
and I couldn't take it away from him because he was felling so bad that I 
got Gene Chandler after him and then what happened with Gene. 

What was the song that you would have given to Gene? 

“Lea Mia.” That never came out. 

“London Town” is kind of also about nobility, it’s great. 

But it didn’t hit. 

When Gene left the Dukays did you manage them both? 

I had them both for a while, but they took Gene. 

So when you would have these groups under contract what was your 
responsibility? 

To get them recorded. 

You wouldn’t have to give them money or per diems? 

No. I wasn’t making money, they weren’t making money. 

Did you set up any tours with them? 

There was a tour for the Starlets. 

How did you get in contact with them? 

Earl brought them, one of them was Earl's sister. 

So that was after you had the Dukays for a while? 

Yes. 

And was that the first time you put yourself on a record? 

I sing on “Better Tell Them No.” They couldn’t handle it, so I sang it. 
So you were the mom on there telling the Starlets to say “no.” How 
did you come up with that idea? 

I wrote an answer to Smokey Robinson and the Miracles’ “Better Shop 
Around,” and I went to Detroit because my sister who lived there had 
died. I stopped in Motown while I was there and I sang it for them and 
they loved it, but they wouldn’t take my name and address, and they told 
me to call back in two weeks. So I called back in two weeks and they 
said they were looking for me but they couldn’t find me so they 
recorded their version. 

Debbie Dean recorded that answer record called, “Don’t Let Him 
Shop Around.” 





I had a better one. Anyhow, after I got turned down with that I did a 
takeoff with “Better Tell Him No.” 

So that wasn’t the answer record you had, what was that one called? 
I don’t know, something about shop around. But “Better Shop Around” 
was a mother telling a son. “Better Tell Him No” was the mother telling 
the daughter. 

So how did you come up with making yourself the mother? 

Because they couldn’t sing right. 

So originally you were going to have one of them be the mother but 
they just couldn’t do it. They didn’t practice. (In contrast, Starlet 
Maxine Edwards recalls in Chicago Soul that Williams had them come 
over to her house at 4pm while she cooked dinner for her family, and 
rehearsed them for hours a night) 

Were you excited to be on a record? 

No. By this time I was beginning to wonder what was I doing out there. 
That became a hit in Chicago, so that was the first time you were on 
the radio in your own voice. Did you ever perform with the starlets 
on stage. 

Yes. 

Would you dress in a costume? 

We had matching green satin gowns, but mine had an apron and a bustle 
in the back. 

Where would you play, the Regal? 

They didn’t want to perform with me at the Regal, the girls told me. I 
stayed home and so I wasn’t there and, who was it the emcee, Al 
Benson? He called and said they could never do his show again. 

What did they do? 

They ran crazy in the back of the thing with the fellas and everything. 
And they had told you not come, which was a mistake I guess? 
Where did you perform with them? 

It was in Cincinnati, or somewhere. 

So how many shows did you do with them? 

Two. 

On their second record you also sang on “Money Hungry,” you did 
the same thing where you’re complaining about their dad. That 
became the gimmick of the group, a mom that’s always complaining 
to the kids. Did the records get any play outside of Chicago? 

No. 











But the group played outside of Chicago, and that’s how they got a 
hit record, even if they didn’t get paid for it. What was the story 
with “I Sold My Heart to the Junkman?” 

They went to do a show in Philadelphia and they recorded, while they 
were under contract to me and thar record company, and they did a 
song that they weren't supposed to do, and they had to take them to 
court. (The group broke their contract to record for Harold Robinson's 
Newtown label. The record became a top 20 pop and R&B hit, but 
because they were under their Chicago contract it was labeled as being 
by the Philly girl group, the Blue-Belles. The Starlets, despite 
demonstrating excellent talent, ended up with a few thousand dollars 
each, and soiled reputations. The Blue-Belles had a jump start to 


becoming one of the best live acts of the 60s, followed by a series of 


progressive albums as Labelle in the 70s, and a superstar solo career 
for Patti LaBelle that continues today) 

So you didn’t have anything to do with writing that song or 
arranging it? 

No. And after it went through court I didn’t get a penny of that. 

When that record became popular for another group even though it 
was them singing what did they think about it? 

They weren't serious about things. They laughed a lot and played 
around a lot. 

Another group you worked with were the Accents. 

They had a hit. 

“New Girl.” 

We did another one, I hope someday it comes out, it’s called, “I Wanna 
Be Around to See Your Face When You See the Girl That’s Taken 
Your Place.” 

They were such a good group, I hope I get a chance to hear that 
song. 

That was recorded at One-derful records. 

Before they were on One-derful they were on Mercury records and 
you wrote their song “Enchanted Garden.” How did you meet the 
Accents? 

They came by my house and asked me to listen tothem. 

I think that song came out in 1960. So they were one of the early 
groups you worked with. So on “Enchanted Garden” they’re 
making the bird noises on the record, was it your idea to make the 
bird noises? 

I think so. (This was less than a year after Martin Denny's bird-call 
augmented “Quiet Village” became a hit) 

You wrote their One-derful record “New Girl.” 

I wrote it with Bobby Hill. 





Who was one of the Accents, he sings lead. It had that Herb Kent 
talk (Kent was, and is, a popular deejay in Chicago), he says, “she’s a 
cute fezneckey with a mellow fern.” Was it your idea to incorporate 
the Herb Kent language? 

Yeah. 

And that became one of the classic Chicago records, one of the 
biggest hits you wrote. 

After “Duke of Earl.” 

Of course. And then the follow up was a great song, You Better 
Think Again.” 

That is being played in London. 

The British people love that song. 

I also got a royalty check because in Japan somebody was playing the 
song I sang on, “Barracuda.” (Not the similarly-titled Alvin Cash song) 
You’re telling me you did a song called “Barracuda” with the 
Accents that you sung on? 

Yeah that was me. (This was likely released on P-Vine, a Japanese label 
that had access to the One-derful vaults and released some previously 
un-issued recordings) 

Anything else we should talk about? 

What I especially want you to understand is the story of “Duke of Earl.” 
I wrote the second verse by myself. 

Although it seems like Earl’s the one who made that record, because 
the reason it’s a hit is the “Duke Duke Duke...” backing, not the 
lead, so he deserves a lot of credit. 

That’s why on the copyright I put his name first. 

They said it was going to be a millionseller and they were right! 
That’s right. 

Who would have thought of singing Duke of Earl...unless your 
name was Earl! You had a follow up called, “Walk On with the 
Duke,” and Veejay released an answer record by the Pearlettes 
called, “The Duchess of Earl.” 

Yeah, it was a bad record. 

You didn’t have anything to do with that? 

Yeah, I did. They took what I had and sang for themselves. 

So the Pearlettes were not one of your groups? 

No 

But did you write the song? 

Yeah. But they just didn’t sing it well. By the way, did I tell you when I 
wrote the second verse of “Duke of Earl” I wrote about the duchess and 
I said, “will you be my duchess, and walk through my dukedom.” I 
wanted to make it ‘dukedom’, but I said to my husband I don’t think 
that’s a word, I’ll probably have to put ‘kingdom.’ So my husband was 
sitting in the chair and he said dukedom is a word. So we called the 
library, and you know what? Dukedom was a word. 

(laughter) 
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1. Munsters or Addams Family: Which one, and Why? 
This is a question which has tried men’s souls for decades 
(though women obviously don’t give a damn). 
My view: The Munsters featured some fine rock’n’roll acts 
during their run, but when it came right down to it, they were 
just a funny looking suburban family in a bad house. (Though 
Herman did drive a pretty cool Hearse-Rod.) 
However, my choice, The Addams Family, truly embraced the 
zeitgeist of dark thirsts and were ultimately liberated by them. 
As a result, they were a happier, closer knit family, with Gomez 
and Morticia experiencing a better, more gratifying sex life 
than most people with two kids and live-in relatives. 
Besides that, the idea of a super-intelligent disembodied hand 
running around the house really appeals to me. 
2. Who in the world, living or dead, would you most like to 
play a game of "Twister" with? 
Playing “Twister” with a dead person is problematic at best — 
there’s so much sweeping and stitching to be done afterwards. 
Alive and in her prime, Marilyn Monroe would've been fun to 
play “Twister” with because she seldom wore underwear. The 
tall cute redhead on “That 70s Show” seems a prime candidate 
for Milton Bradley-inspired gymnastic dry-humping, but I’m a 
little old for her (and “Twister”) now. Sigh. 
3. How many Sid King & the Five Strings records do you 
own? 
All of ‘em. Ever since some crazed, part-time Canadian and 
fellow Roctober columnist turned me on to this quintessential 
rockabilly/swing group from the SOs, I’ve been a dyed-in-the- 
wool fan. 
These guys really got down. I’m not sure they knew they were 
getting down at the time, but they were. Those searching for 
hidden messages in early rockabilly should check out the 
chorus singing on their classic “I Like It.” 
4. If you had been working the front gate at Graceland that 
night back in ’76 when a drunken Jerry Lee Lewis showed 
up, shotgun in hand, to "put that damn Elvis outta his 
mis’ry," what would you have done? 
I would’ve opened the door and let him in! This wouldn’t have 
been the prelude to death and disaster most would assume. 
I picture the following scene taking place. 
JERRY LEE: Elvis! Elvis! Where are ya boy? I come to put 
you out of your mis’ry! 





ELVIS: Oh thank God you're here, Jer Lee! Gimme that 
shotgun — that damned Robert Goulet is on television again! 
[KA-BLAM! Ka-BLAM!!] Ahhh, that’s much better. You 
can’t beat a double-barreled shotgun for the ultimate remote 
control. 

LEE: I beg to differ with ya there, Elvis. The AK-47 not only 
blows out the screen, but you can turn off the stereo and answer 
the phone with it as well. 

“EB”: You're right Jerry, but there’s a problem of accuracy. 
LEE: Guns are always accurate — it’s the dad-gummed people 
who have bad aim. If you'll get me another TV and plug it in, 
I'll show you a thing or two. 

“E”; Sonny! Red! Plug in a TV for our guest. In fact hook up 
everything that runs on electricity. 

LEE: You wouldn’t happen to have a spare AK-47 around, 
would ya? 

“E”: Oh sure, we got a fresh shipment of ‘em in this morning. 
Here ya go. 

LEE: Yer a mighty good host, Elvis. Join in when ya feel like it. 
(Gunfire: Rat-ta-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat! Ker-BLAMMM!!! Rat- 
ta-tat-tat-tat-tat! Ker- BLAMM!] 

GRANDMA ELVIS: Elvis! Jerry Lee! What the hell do you 
boys think you're a-doing?! 

“EB”: Just shootin’ guns, Dodger. 

GRANDMA “E”: Don’t you “Dodger” me. Fer cryin’ out loud 
— people are tryin’ to sleep. Now you two knock it off before I 
take a switch to you both. 

ELVIS & JERRY LEE: (contrite) Yes ma’am. 

“E”: Granny, is it OK if Jer Lee and I order a bunch of TV sets 
from K-Mart, plug ‘em in, and shoot their guts out on the front 
lawn? 

GRANDMA “E”: I don’t care what you do — just take it 
outside!! 

SE” :Yes'm. 

LEE: Say, Elvis, while we're waiting for the TVs to arrive, you 
want a little snort of Seagram’s V.O.? 

“BE”: Jerry Lee. I’m a clean-living, god-fearing country boy. An 
icon of American virtues. You know | don’t drink! 

LEE: Well pardon me all to hell. Do you want any Demerol or 
Dilaudid then? 

“EB”: Yes, thanks.That’s mighty thoughtful of you to offer, Jerry. 
LEE: Oh shoot —- I’m out of disposable syringes. 

“E”: Oh, I got a whole box of ‘em in this morning. They’re 
right next to the machine guns and photo albums of Priscilla 
wrestling in her underwear with other half-naked young 
chicks... 

You see, these guys really were friends who had a lot in 
common. 

5. Ginger or Mary-Ann: Which one, and for How Long? 
Tina Louise, who played Ginger, once dated Lenny Bruce, and 
she’s the obvious choice in real life. 

It’s been rumored that Dawn Wells sold Bob Denver the pot 
that got him arrested — so she’s out. 

As far as their characters on “Gilligan's Island” are concerned, 
Ginger was too high maintenance for my tastes, and it’d be 
tough to get her out of that sparkly evening gown. So I'd go 
with Mary-Ann, who dresses in that remedial yet sexy untie- 
the-the-knot, unbutton-my-shorts-and-I’m-yours style. 

For how long? Until we got off of that damned island, of 
course. Then I'd tell all my friends I really had Ginger. 

6. Which single song, living or dead, do you most wish 
you’d written... and Why Didn’t You? 











First off, there’s no such thing as a completely dead song. 
Good, bad, or indifferent, they live forever, or at least reside in 
a Frankensteinian coma waiting for the switch-board process of 
some eclectic performer to revive them to full monsterhood. 
Such is the immortality provoked by the creative process. 

The songwriters whose work means the most to me are Otis 
Blackwell, Chuck Berry, Carl Perkins, and Roger Miller. So if I 
could’ve written “Great Balls Of Blue Suede Shoes, Johnny B. 
Goode is The King Of The Road,” I would’ve felt like I had 
truly accomplished something. 

Why didn’t 1? Well, let’s just say I’m still working on it, my 
friend, I’m still working on it... 

7. Whose (pumping) piano would you most like to be 
reincarnated as... as if we didn't already know? 

Well, if I didn’t want to get hurt, I'd go with Mickey Gilley. 
But if I wanted to be part of the ultimate musical experience a 
cathartic outpouring of rhythm, rock, and Holy Ghost 
honkytonk country music, then I would risk both black keys 
and white to be the piano of Mr. Jerry Lee Lewis. He is the best 
there ever was, and the best there’s ever going to be. (There. I 
said it and I’m glad!) 

8. In 2000 words or less, Your Hopes, Aspirations and 
Goals, musical and otherwise, for your life and your 
country? 

Well,world domination is mighty appealing,but I think a degree 
in Home Economics is required, so I've given up on that. 
Goal-wise, I believe I have one book, two albums (one music, 
the other comedy) and a few hit songs that must be gotten out 
before time and space implode in the ultimate dissolution of 
cosmic entropy. (huh?) 

Until I draw my last breath (and for several months afterwards), 
I will continue to search for the elusive Dr. Iguana, the 
instigator of all rockin’ rhythmic power on this earth. Once I 
find him and his influence in the purest, most undistilled form, I 
will share my findings and that power -— free of charge. 

When that happens, I hope scoffers, non-believers, and guys 
named "Ear!" will come up to me and say “Ken, you were right 
and I was wrong. There’s nothing better than good ol’ 
rock'n'roll. Bless you, and bless Dr. Iguana!” Such an 
acknowledgment would validate my lifelong quest, and a little 
humility wouldn’t hurt the citizens of this country either. 

If none of that comes to pass? I could always star in a sitcom on 
Fox about a delusional rockabilly widower who sold used 
rattlesnakes to religious cults, has twin daughters with 
telekinetic acne, and a neighbor who keeps walking into my 
living room no matter how many times the door locks have 
been changed. 

A guy just has to have a realistic fal-back position, y'know? 











Slash, arguably the most iconic guitarist of the 1980s 
and 90s, was born as Saul Hudson in 1965 in West 
Hampstead, London. He entered a bohemian family - 
his father a prominent pop-artist, and his mother a 
costume designer for such high-profile figures as 
David Bowie. While Slash was a child, the Hudson 
family relocated to Los Angeles. There, Slash attended 
school and eventually crossed paths with a Led- 
Zeppelin-playing music teacher. At first, Slash picked 
the bass guitar, but he soon dropped the four-string 
axe for the six-string. 

Never a diligent pupil, teenage Slash dropped out of 
school to further channel his efforts into music, soon 
emerging as one of the more vicious axe-men on the 
glamorously decadent early-80s LA club scene. Along 
with longtime friend and eventual GnR sidekick 
Steven Adler, Slash played in such bands as Road 
Crew and Black Sheep, before teaming up in 1985 
with Duff McKagan, Izzy Stradlin, and W. Axl Rose 
to form the legendary Guns N’ Roses. 

For the next two years, this tattoo-laden crew spread 
their addictive mayhem across Sunset Strip and 
beyond. During this time, these motley rockers 
composed the rambunctious anthems for their 
masterfully sordid debut, “Appetite for Destruction,” 
which sold a staggering fifteen-million copies in the 
USS. alone. 

Now able to afford all the poisons in Orange County, 
the scandal and excess reached epic proportions. 
While front man Ax] attacked security guards mid- 
concert and flung furniture from high-rise hotel 
balconies in Rio, Slash drifted through an ongoing 
opiate daydream. The vein-punctured rocker had 
already carved an indelible scar across the face of 
rock&roll. His infectious riffs were blasting through 
stereos worldwide. 

Furthermore, Slash’s appearance was unforgettable - 
an oversized top hat draped over long black locks of 
hair obscuring much of his face, save for the Marlboro 
almost perpetually-dangling from his lips. In an era 
where image often matched, if not surpassed, the 
importance of music, Slash was the preeminent hard- 
rock guitarist. 

As it turned out, Slash & Co. had peaked with 
“Appetite.” The ensuing album, “Lies,” was far less 
radio-friendly and brought much negative press for 
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Axl’s apparent lyrical bigotry, misogyny, and 
homophobia. The band’s next release was the “Use 
Your Illusion” double-album, a collection of complex 
songs, some notching nine-plus minutes. For the most 
enduring track,”"iNovember Rain,” Slash contributed a 
series of haunting harmonies, especially the exit solo, 
which featured a dramatic classical sensibility with 
virtuosic metal axe-grinding. 

On the whole, however, Slash was not content with the 
band’s artistic direction, as he wanted to return to 
GnR’s more direct punk/bluesy/hard-rock origins. 
When Axl dismissed Slash’s next compositions, the 
master-guitarist had had enough. He formed Slash’s 
Snakepit and released an album of heavily guitar- 
driven tunes, which sold quite well, despite an 
apparent neglect of commercial convention. During 
his post-GnR period, Slash recorded tracks with an 
astounding mix of musical acts, ranging from Alice 
Cooper, to Stevie Wonder, to the Insane Clown Posse. 
Eventually, Slash reunited with several former GnR 
members (not Axl) to form Velvet Revolver. 
Following a high-profile search to land the right lead- 
singer, Slash & Co, decided on the turbulent ex-Stone- 
Temple-Pilots-front-man Scott Weiland. Though this 








super-group enjoyed several years of considerable 
commercial and critical success, Weiland recently left 
the band on unfriendly terms. 

In 2007, Slash’s eponymous autobiography was 
released. The ride has been wild for Slash, who, 
despite all his triumphs, has never forgotten his gritty 
roots on the streets of LA’s urban jungle. His legend 
has often led to certain misconceptions of him as an 
incorrigible and disorganized rocker. 

Though he has shown a propensity for substance abuse 
and erratic behavior, most contend that when Slash 
comes to the recording studio, he is the consummate 
professional - highly focused, disciplined, at times 
even a workaholic. Perhaps it is the combination of 
hard-rock-wildness and musical dedication which 
made Slash a first-rate axe-grinder, of the 80s or of 
any other decade. 
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CAVALCADE OF COMIX 


Bat Manga: The Secret History Of Batman In Japan by Jiro 
Kumwata and Chip Kidd (Pantheon) This is an exciting planet 
rich with possibilities, like, what if there was a Japanese version 
of Batman? Wouldn’t that be neat? It'd be like a parallel earth 
but not another earth, it’d be another land on earth! Well, there 
was such a thing. And it occurred in Batman’s most BESTiest 
era! 1966: voted best Bat-era by me and other awesome people 
who know full well! No unrelentingly dour, overly long Neo-Con 
Dark Knight msgs of today, nawww. The Batman TV show was 
in full four color swing, and over in comic book land Batman and 
Robin were having fun adventures as well! Everything was that 
much more bright, cartoony, and lucid. It was so much fun that 
Japan got in on the act. Quality comparison?: pretty 
AWESOME! Famed Japanese cartoonist Jiro Kuwata set to work 
making his own uniquely Japanese interpretation. And, unlike the 
ghost writers and artists who worked on the Yanqui original 
under Bob Kane’s name, Kuwata was fully recognized in Japan, 
he was a star! Tidbits such as “I LOVE KUWATA’S MANGA. 
ALL THE FRAMES ARE SO COOL, AND THE FACES OF 
KIDS ARE ESPECIALLY GOOD. GO, MR. KUWATA!” 
abounded in the sidebars as well as fun facts about whales, stars 
in the sky, and baseball jerseys. 

This is a very Japanese Batman and Robin, the pages and panels 
breeze by from right to left, non-stop action. No secret origin, 
next-to-no Bruce Wayne private life details of any sort! It’s all 
about the thwarting of kooky villains such as Dr. Faceless and 
Professor Gorilla! They even have to go up against The Man 
Who Quit Being Human who really was a very nice man that 
wanted to bring out his mutant gene through radioactive lasers as 
a benefit to mankind...but then it went awry and Batman had to 
stop him! This particular story even opens with a treatise on 
evolution to the reader featuring Kuwata himself. 

Chip Kidd, Geoff Spear, and Saul Ferris have put together a large 
tome of all of the Batman strips that they could find (with more 
to come for a hopeful Volume 2)! The layout is gorgeous, instead 
of restoration they have preserved the yellowing cheap pages on 
slick, high gloss paper, retaining the washed out sepias of this 
mostly black and white comic. Interspersed are brightly coloured 
images of all the numerous Japanese Bat toys that were available, 
including toy guns! Toy guns? Batman’s parents were killed by 
guns! Batman would never use a gun! Ahhh, but it’s of a 
different time and land! 

BOODY. The Bizarre Comics of Boody Rogers: Edited by 
Craig Yoe (Fantagraphics) BOODY. BOODY. That’s his 
rather appropriate first name and it’s fun to say. BOODY! 
BOODY! BOODY! This collection of his Golden Age strips will 
slap ya silly! Boody upside the head! And that’s what comics 
should do! These comic misadventures are as comic as comic 
could be rendered in a perfectly slick ink-well style and so four 
color it'll feel like pop rocks coming at ya! Highlights for me 
include the misadventures of Sparky Watts who, if he doesn’t get 
Doc to regularly zap him with cosmic rays, shrinks down so 
small that he winds up in strange lands filled with a myriad of 
googly, goofy monsters. Also reprinted is Babe, Darling of The 
Hills which uses the then-common hillbilly trope and, yes, she’s 
vivacious (Boody drew a lot of vivacious gals). Though less 
unique than Sparky Watts, Boody did take it into uncharted 





territory. Boody takes the ridiculous so far that it goes into 
realms of the utterly fantastic. This freewheeling fun can 
sometimes come off as a fever dream. Boody Rogers made 
comics of a physical nature. One primo example is where Babe 
has to rassle a woman so tough that she breaks the necks of every 
opponent and her now-late husbands, too! Babe gets her neck 
broken in the ring but is so tough that she survives. This makes 
for a disturbing image of Babe running around right til the ever 
loving end with her head lopped backwards. It is obvious that 
Boody played it all for yuks but he never shied away from the 
morbid and that’s what makes it so entrancing. My main problem 
with this collection is that two of the strips already made their 
reappearance in RAW and Art Out Of Time (Art Out Of Time is 
the canon-defying book that brought folks like Fletcher Hanks to 
greater popularity, let’s hope Dick Briefer gets his own collection 
soon) and there was no shortage of Boody to choose from for 
reprinting. I, for one, would love to know the origin of Sparky 
Watts and why he constantly shrinks! Small matter, the book is 
144 pages of unfettered fun. 

Supermen!: The First Wave Of Comic Book Heroes 1936 - 
1941 (Fantagraphics) It feels so good to be proven wrong. 
Honestly, I had always found the Golden Age of super-hero 
comics to be a bit of a yawn with its’ stiff long underwear fellas 
drinking Ovaltine and fighting mobsters and Nazis. This book, 
edited by Greg Sadowski, shows that in the very beginning of the 
genre the door was open for eccentric and new artists to find their 
way and create some pretty wild comics. These artists’ so-called 
stumblings are of far more value than the WW2 era escapades 
that happened soon after. They read like a caped version of Old 
Testament vendettas! We get all the interesting greats here: Basil 
Wolverton, Fletcher Hanks, Bill Everett, Jack Kirby and Joe 
Simon, Dick Briefer, Ogden Whitney, Jack Cole. Plastic Man 
creator Jack Cole unleashes a hero named The Comet who has a 
disintegrating ray that blasts from his eyes to obliterate the heads 
of villains! Cole also created a villain named The Claw that 
pushes the whole notion of yellow peril to the Nth degree, with 
his long fangs and claws he menaces America as a giant with 
dialogue rendered in an offensive faux Asian style. George E. 
Brenner created The Clock, the first masked hero, and in the 
adventure printed here we learn that his secret identity is that of a 
drug addict. One of my favourite stories in this 192 page book is 
Fero: Planet Detective by Al Bryant. This five page horror short 
contains numerous claustrophobic panels filled with an old, dark 
house, a green dwarf, a werewolf, and a vampire. It’s practically 
nonsensical and reminds me of the decades-to-come work of 
Rory Hayes. Presented almost chronologically, Supermen! still 
retains a marvelous flow with nary a misfire. This is an 
absolutely essential collection for those interested in comic 
history and for those who want something different. 

Planet Of Beer by Brian Sendelbach - BUY THIS BOOK! 
Forego food. Caveat Emptor: buy it only if you enjoy laughter 
and laughing. And feelings of uncertainty. Many of these are 
strips collected from their runs in VICE and Seattle’s The 
Stranger (back when The Stranger was one of the best 
alternative weeklies in North America with a great comics 
section- when the comics section got cancelled, the paper’s 
overall quality went down....h4mmmm....). 

Sendelbach has a style like no other, he draws colourful, goofy, 
round-headed folk with big-gapped, round teeth and wide eyes! 
Planet Of Beer is a mythical place that a drunken space crew are 
on a quest for. In one adventure, the Captain finds a way to drink 
more beer by cloning himself. This book doesn’t just contain 





stories about the seven-year quest for The Planet of Beer! 
Nooooo! Lots of recurring four-panel strips galore to make you 
tremble with delirium! Do you like rock stars? Do you like 
Sammy Hagar? Would you like him better as a rotund top hated 
man smoking a big cigar? I thought you would! Kissinger is the 
butt of all of President Carter's jokes and this President Carter 
looks nothing like the real President Carter and even has a green 
imp sidekick named Kenny. They hunt Kissinger for sport and 
fun cuz these comics are fun! Bigfoot is usually pretty happy 
until he reverts to his true nature and kills everyone. 
Sendelbach’s comics can also be rather affirmative, as is the case 
with the character of Black Aquaman. He even introduces us to 
all of the Captain Americas all over the world! They have breasts 
and moustaches. There’s also the mysterious and bandaged 
Bougle Gluce, As the book goes on, it gets odder and odder as it 
jaunts down darkly cosmic and spiritual halls, energy vibrations 
with humans as receivers. Absurd, yes, but not meaningless. 
Funny as well with plenty of punchlines to get one through the 
night. These are virus attacks on the banal! Suggestion: buy this 
and ask Dark Horse to put out Volume Two so that the world can 
read all of Sendelbach’s Ziggy With A Hat comics! Or at least get 
him to write a Predator comic or something. 

Free Drawings #4 - Taking a page from Paper Rodeo, Canada’s 
Free Drawings is what it says: a free paper full of drawings! This 
ish is a real doozy with stuff by Fiona Smyth, Mark Connery, 
Owen Plummer, Jason Mclean, Laura McCoy, yours truly 
(honking my horn), and more! Issue five out soon (info: 
frrr.drwngs@gmail.com) 

Bubble by Ryan Solski - Photocopied B and W mag that has 
detailed pages of drawings with some bearded dudes, some 
abstract, kinda bit-mappy looking which | think is intentional 
(www.ryansolski.com). 

Monster Men Bureiko Lullaby by Takashi Nemoto (Picture 
Box) Legendary manga from 1990 now translated and impossible 
to get past Canada Customs (cuz Customs likes to make sure that 
adults can’t read certain things for their own safety). This is an 
uncompromising comic where crudity is pushed and squeezed, 
taboos are harvested unfiltered. Depicts acts of rape, feces, 
bestiality, much, much, much, much more. Over half of the book 
is dedicated to an epic tale about a mutant sperm, You will be 
overcome with something as you learn how this mutant sperm 
overcomes persecution and learns to love himself and others! 
This doesn’t feel just like shock value tho it certainly jolts, there 
is, at times, a strange sensitivity and artfulness to it as 
transgression piles upon transgression. You will most likely be 
mesmerized and you will most likely flinch. 

Superman Beyond #1 and 2 by Grant Morrison and Doug 
Mahnke with 3-D by Ray Zone (DC Comics) These have a tie- 
in to the convoluted Final Crisis event that affected the entire DC 
Universe but it don’t matter, whatever. This is a 3-D Comic two- 
shot and it’s real neat! A character named the Monitor enlists 
Superman along with a lot of other Super-Champions of the 
Multiverse to save civilization! They also have to find a book 
that contains all of existence. Much of the story happens in the 
bleedstorm between all the universes which requires 4D 
vision....or 3-D vision for the reader. Written and drawn in a 
dense hyper-real style this moves along at quite a clip as we meet 
numerous variations on Superman and travel to various parallel 
universes. Does it make total sense? No, but as I said, it’s real 
neato and smart, too! 


MADELINE BOCARO 
PARDON MY FRENCH: IGGY POP - PRELIMINAIRES 
(Astralwerks) Last year he was 61. He didn’t have a lot of fun. 
Now he just turned 62. He says, “Oh my, and a-boo-hoo.” 
Through all the years of creating unparalleled noise and mayhem 
with and without the Stooges, it always seemed as though there 
was yet another strange, quieter animal lurking deep within Iggy 
Pop, begging to be heard. 

On his first solo album after ten years with the Stooges (The 
Idiot, 1977), Iggy revealed a deep, subterranean, creepy yet 
alluring crooning voice, seemingly from the beyond. In the early 
80s, his live set included the old Sinatra classic “One for My 
Baby (and One More for the Road)” - a sad, glass-clinking 
cabaret respite amidst the wild buzz of the rest of his savage 
show. He serenaded Clive Davis with “The Shadow of Your 
Smile” sounding like an undead Johnny Cash, sealing his Arista 
record deal in 1978. 

Now, after a five-year span of Stooges reunion tours, and with 
the recent passing of riff-master Stooge Ron Asheton, what 
would Iggy do next, at age 62? The answer is... French jazz, 
ambient electronica and delta blues! The new songs are based on 
a 2005 novel, The Possibility of an Island by Michel 
Houellebecq. Iggy sang and played acoustic guitar in a studio, 
then shipped his tracks to the musicians. They sent back various 
instrumental tracks for him to select, over which Iggy croons 
weird lyrics, like a sarcastic Sinatra. 

Preliminaires translates as ‘Foreplay’. The first French words 
Iggy uttered, warming up a live crowd in Paris were “Bon 
Fuckin’ Soir!” He has since memorized the lyrics to the 1945 
classic “Autumn Leaves” (Les Feuilles Mortes) for this album. I 
wish I was French for five minutes - just so I could hear how 
ridiculous Iggy's Detroit accent sounds to a native French person. 
As Iggy mangles the language of love (‘Separay, onsomblay’), I 
tip my beret to him for trying! The bossa nova beat and woeful 
horn solo are quite lovely. 

The jazz standard, “How Insensitive” throbs with a dreamy 
ambience, while Iggy’s sincere yet lame attempt at crooning adds 
an unintentional irony. The song is, allegorically, the sound of a 
bull in a china shop! 

“I Want to Go to The Beach” has a quiet ambient beauty and sad 
lyrics, some poetic and some blatant. “You can convince the 
world that you're some sort of superstar, when an asshole is 
what you are, but that's alright.” 

“King of the Dogs” is my new favourite song. Iggy’s semi- 
annual ode to the canine is true to form. With oon-pah brass and 
horns, clever lyrics, and triumphant howl at the end, Iggy teaches 
us the joys of being a dog! “J got a smelly rear I got a dirty nose, 
I don’t want no shoes, I don’t want no clothes...” (Wait...isn’t 
that about Iggy himself?!) He shares more deep doggy insight, “I 
can smell the things that you cannot smell.” Too much 
information! 

The strangest song is “A Machine For Loving”, an acoustic 
spoken narrative about the death of a pet dog, a replacement 
clone dog, and the unconditional love of a dog. “Nice To Be 
Dead” is the sole rocker, an unmistakable nod to Iggy’s old 
Detroit buddy Alice Cooper. 

Then it all begins to fall apart when the continuity is broken with 
some mediocre songs. “Je Sais Que Tu Sais” has a cool, pumped 
up “Nightclubbing” beat, and a cameo by a French woman, 
reminiscent of Serge Gainsbourg’s lusty duets, but the same song 
is reprised as “She’s A Business” for no apparent reason. 
“Autumn Leaves” is also repeated at the close of the album. 








The next venture for Iggy: a Stooges Version 2 reunion (with 
Raw Power era guitarist James Williamson) AND an Iggy Pop 
Christmas album! Santa Claus got my letter! 
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... OTHER MICHAEL JACKSON RECORDINGS 
1. Rockwell “Somebody’s Watching Me” (sounds like 
Michael may have sung the hook once and they looped 
the hell out of it) 

2. Free To Be You And Me “When We Grow Up” 
(Diana Ross sings it on the album, but on the TV special 
16 year old Michael and 36 year old Roberta Flack 
pretend to be little children singing this song) 

3. Eddie Murphy w/ Michael Jackson “Whatzupwitu” 
(Check out the video on youtube...wow!) 

4. Diana Ross “Eaten Alive” (Michael composed this 
with the Bee Gees, though I suspect not sitting down 
together, and sings with the Boss, who is also secondary 
guardian to his children, per his will) 

5. Stevie Wonder “You Haven’t Done Nothing” 
(Stevie in-song shoutout to backup singers: “Jackson 
Five sing along...”) 





Full episodes on the amazing early 70s TV show SOUL! — one 
of the most progressive shows ever - visually and content-wise 
are available for viewing at www .thirteen.org/soul 
See Internals comix at www.snaketiger.net/Gene html 
Pedro Bell magic:www.supremenewyork.com (click “Random”) 
CHIPMUNEZHS UPDATE 
The recently departed Chicago deejay/r&b _ historian 
/engineer/producer/song and jingle writer Richard Pegue made a 
Chipmunks-style record, the amazing “Do The Pearl” by the 
helium-voiced Matta Baby. I know what you’re asking...what’s 
the Matta Baby? Exactly! The 45 just sold for $269 on ebay 
(more than any Chipmunk record ever will go for) (thanks to Bob 
Abrahamian for discovering this for us) 
ROBOT ROCK UPDATE 
Another Robot song: Bobby Evans “Freak-A-Zoid Robotz” 
MONKEY ROCK UPDATE 
More monkey songs: P.C.P. Roadblock “Monkeys” Dave 
Matthews Band “Proudest Monkey” Squirrel Nut Zippers Trou 
Macacq” Jonathan Coulton :Code Monkey,” “My Monkey” Amy 
Winehous “Monkey Man” TLC “Shock Dat Monkey” 
Menomena “Monkeys Back”, Minus the Bear “Monkey! Knofe! 
Fight!” Saves the Day “Monkey Will Bite” Baby Huey 
“Monkeyman” Collins and Harlan “In Monkey Land” Derrick 
Harriot “Monkey Ska” Five Du-Tones “Monkey See Monkey Do 
Usherhouse “Monkey Strange” Klute “Monkey Say Monkey 
Doo “Yes Yes Julliette “Monkey God” Sage Monkey Bars” Bad 


Haggis “Monkey Tree” Tempos “Monket Doo” Pygmies “Dom’t 
Monkey with Tarzan” Persians Let’s Monkey Again” Another 
monkey bands: Richard Lloyd and the Sufi Monkey Trio. 

2 monkey song websites: 
www.parlorsongs.com/issues/2003-10/thismonth/featurea.php 
www.business.ualberta.ca/rfield/Monkey%20Songs.htm 
MASKED ROCKH UPDATE 
The Brains — The first of three Canuck bands this ish— these are 
Canadian zombie-themed psychobillie 








Fattooth — Winnipeg punk metal band with clown makeup 
somewhe! ICP and the Adicts 





Los Tiki Phantoms - Spanish....you guessed it...surf band. 
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MASONIC YOUTH - Conspiracy doomcore band with actual 
Masonic youtube channel ( 
youtube.com/user/wot4 ) a mysterious blackrobed figure with a 
bizarre helmet/mask visits historical Mason site around the 


globe. (http://www.youtube.com/user/wot4 ) 
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The New First Family 1968 (Verve, 1966) Non-official sequel to 
Vaughn Meader’s ‘62 First Family is notable for the Mort 
Drucker art. An actor (Cary Grant, not Reagan) becomes prez, 
and Sammy (David Frye) is appointed to the Supreme Court. 
Terrible impersonation! 

Star Trek and other Movie Songs (Kid Stuff, 1978) This LP 
features a knockoff cover of the Baretta theme, but the Sammy 
impersonation is kind of halfassed/sidestepped. 

ONE MAN BAND UPDATES 
Bob Deviln Street Band —DC based OMB from the 70s-90s who 
played guitar, a harmonica on rack, and foot cymbal, laid down 
on the sidewalk. He did country, traditional, polkas, and anything 
else. Deviln self-released several LPS. Playing on the streets of 
DC and Virginia, he was know for engaging young kids with his 
music, switching to nursery rhymes.. He played the Kennedy 
Center and White House. Devlin died in 1994 at the age of 48. 
Thanks; AAZ, Norman McFuzzybutt, Panicsvile, Richard Field 
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For fans of the sweet sounds of 60s and 70s R&B vocal groups there is 
no better place to be on Sunday nights than in front of your radio, or 
your computer at www.whpk.org, listening to Bob Abrahamian share 
treasures from his massive collection of rare 45s. Better still, Bob 
reaches out to the unsung heroes behind these unjustly obscure gems 
and welcomes them into the studio to tell their stories. The stories of 
over 100 unsung vocal group heroes are generously archived on his 
website www sittinginthepark.com,and Roctober Magazine is excited to 
share print versions of some of his most outstanding interviews in these 
pages. This issue we meet members of the Conquistadors, who learned 
their craft as high schoolers by participating in an innovative program 
called Teens with Talent. In addition to recording excellent Chicago 
style sweet soul vocal records, the group also recorded a groudbreaking 
concept album, “The Easter Story,” which told the story of Jesus’ last 
days from the perspective of 60s urban teens. Also making the group 
unusual was that they were a self-contained unit, with their own talented 
musicians backing the vocalists. Bob Abrahamian conducted this 
interview on March 5, 2006 

BOB ABRAHAMIAN: So the first thing I want to set straight is the 
name of the group is not pronounced The Corkees-tadors, it's The 
Con-kwis-tadors, right? 

JOHN WYNN: That's right. You are correct. 

So, could you talk about what part of Chicago are you guys from? 


JW: Douglas Park area. 

ROGER PHILLIPS: Yeah, Douglas Park. North Lawndale is what they 
refer to it as now. 

So, and you guys formed in like the early sixties, right? 

JW: The summer of 1960. 

RM: We were in 8th grade. 

Okay. So, in, so then you formed the group and what happened, you 
were just kinda singing the talent shows? 

IRVING COLEMAN: Talent shows. We started off doing boy's clubs, 
we did the Lawndale Boy's Club, we won first place in the song and 
originality. 

RM: What really kicked it out was when we joined the Teens of Talent. 
At Sears YMCA, we started singing at places like Studebaker Theater, 
World Playhouse, McCormick Place and that's when we really got 
noticed in McCormick Place and- 

So what was Teens With Talent? 


RM: Well, it was a group of kids, not just singers, but it was musicians, 
some did opera, some did ballet; they just wanted to show that kids in 
the ghetto or the poor neighborhood have talent. And it was just kids 
came together to showcase the talent. And- 

RP: Teens with Talent was originally formed at the Sears YMCA over 
on Kinsey and Arlington. 

RP: It was formed by a guy who was a community activist. He worked 
for Illinois Bell Telephone Company at that time, his name was Al 
Johnson. He took kids off the street and he gave 'em something to do, 
and a place to go. 

So, was it a weekly talent show, a community center, what was it? 
RP: It was a, basically a community center and we would go there, we 
would rehearse there, we would have our meetings there. And, then 
once we formulated a troupe we would then go around doing shows at 
different theaters in and around Chicagoland area. Now we were some 
of the first African-American performers to perform at the Studebaker 
Theatre on Michigan Avenue. 

IC: Orchestra Hall. 

All of that was while you were in high school. So, so were there a lot 
of other groups performing in Teens with Talent? 

RP: There was a group called the Constellations, which at that time had 
more notoriety than we because they had been perbrming longer. 

So, in Teens with Talent you put in a lot of charity show, is that 
right? 

RM: We played all of the Veteran Hospitals, charitable organizations, 
the United Way, what they call it? The Red Feather? Back then it was a 
Red Feather Organization and I, I can't remember the name of it, but 
anyway, we, we played all of those charity events. We performed in the 
downtown hotels, the ballrooms, the United Consulate- 

So then, eventually you guys ended up recording your first record, 
excellent song, it's called "Sadness and Madness" and who sang lead 
on this record? 

JW: I did. 

How did you end up actually getting a record deal and recording 
that record? 

IC: We did a performance at Everytown Theatre, McCormick Place. 
And it was another charitable benefit for, YMCA World Youth, And, a 
record producer was there and he saw us, heard us, liked us. And he 
offered us a deal. 

What was the guy's name? 

JW: Charles D'Matta. 

IC: He was funded through RCA. So we were what you would consider 
the first black rock and roll group to cut- 

RP: - a record with RCA. Cause the label was a, a subsidiary of RCA. 
So what was the story? That record was an excellent example of 
Chicago sound and I would think it could have been a hit. 

RP: Charles D'Matta, he had a budget but he was really a novice at black 
music, in terms of getting the proper airplay on the various radio stations 
at that time, WVON was big. Herb Kent played it and in exchange we 
would do Herb Kent's sets. 

Like record hops. 

RP: But, interesting enough, we recorded that record here in Chicago at 
RCA Studios. Live. Meaning, we had a thirty-two piece orchestra live. 
So, they didn't lay down a backing track and you- 





The Conquistadors, started with Teens With Talent four years ago. 

They have made recordings for Signett Records and now own and 

operate Act IV Productions. They have written and directed shows 
for theaters and television. 
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R 0, all live. I mean, it was a studio full of musicians and singes. 
IW: We'll never forget that because that was a great experience for us to 
work with musicians of that caliber, and a guy by the name of Monk 
Higgins produced it and did the arrangements. Jimmy Hudson, who 
came up with us during the Teens with Talent years, he wrote the song. 
RP: Charles D'Matta had a deal with the old Babblin and Katz new, 
movie theater chain. And so every summer we toured the Babblin and 
Katz theaters. And performed live throughout IIlinois- 

IC: Indiana, Michigan. 

IC; lowa, Wisconsin. And our summers was just full of just traveling. 
And all of this was while you were still in High School? 

IC; Oh yeah, During summer breaks. 

So in addition to being a singing group, you guys were a self 
contained band. Which is unusual - I think one of the few other 
groups like that in Chicago went to your school, the Mandells. So, 
Tyrone, you were in the band, right? 

TYRONE MCCULLOUGH (on phone): Yes, | was one of the guitar 
players. 

You're second record came out I guess, after most of you guys had 
graduated from high school. So it came out, and you formed Act 
Four Production company, is that right? 

RP: Well, the program was ending, we had connections with the Babblin 
and Katz Theater people, the old Central Park Theater there, off he 
corner of Central Park and Roosevelt Road on the West Side. There 
were offices upstairs that were unoccupied, and because of our 
relationship with the Babblin and Katz corporate people, they donated 
office space to us. And that's where we moved our operation and we 
formed our own record company and production company. We would 
work in conjunction with the, the 24th Ward Democratic Youth 
Organization that put up the funds and we produced a talent show 
monthly. A stage show that we put on at the Central Park Theater where 
we would showcase talent on the West Side of Chicago. Amateur talent 
on the West Side of Chicago. 

So you guys owned Act Four with Al Johnson, the guy who 
originally did the Teens with Talent. 

IC: It was his idea that we should have our own production company 
and hence our own record company. Actually it started as just a 
production company - 

So you put on shows with lots of local groups. Do you remember 
some of the groups? Were probably some of the same people you 
worked with on Teens with Talent? 

IC: Oscar Brown Jr. 

RW: The Traits, the Carnations, um.... 

IC; Gemini. 

RW: The Baby Miracles. Garland Green, he's a blues singer. Every 
show that we would do, we'd do it once a month, it was a real, real big 
thing and the people in the community began to look forward to it. We 
had, the big premiere spotlights out front. Red carpet. And you know, it 
was just a big event. 
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So one of the things you did was start a record label with your 
production company, called Act Four Records. And you put out a 
record on yourselves which was, "You've Been Good" and "Can't 





Stop Loving You,” did that get any play in Chicago, do you know? 
IC: That got a lot of play. 

But that was all on you to promote it, too. 

RP: Well, we were a little smarter, we alled upon Herb Kent and E. 
Rodney Jones and the guys down at WVON, so we did get a lot of 
airplay from WVON. 

IC:We just didn't have the money, the funds to do what we needed to do. 
RP: In terms of distribution. 

So, then another thing that you did on the label which is very 
unique, I can't think of any other groups doing this, is you put out a 
whole album. But it was like a concept kind of album called "The 
Easter Story." Actually, I thought I would play this before we talk 
about it, the B-side of the record has Al Johnson talking about what 
the Easter Story 
Al Johnson (on record): Well, hello there, I'm sure you've just got 
through listening to the flip side of this record called The Easter Story. 
That was produced by Act Four Productions. Now let me tell you a little 
something about Act Four Productions. It was started by a group of 
young teenagers who a couple of years ago were members of Teens of 
Talent on Chicago's West Side. A young lady who was a friend of Teens 
with Talent and also used to work for the ChurchFederation of Greater 
Chicago asked Act Four Productions would they do the Easter Story live 
for television. It was a kind of unusual thing because they had to read 
the Bible and get the stories out of the Bible. Though most of these 
young fellas didn't go to church and didn't know too much about what 
the Easter story was, including myself. So one day I get a call in my 
office and he says to me "Al I got the Easter story down pat, baby, I just 
read it in the Bible." It was the sweetest thing you ever heard. And sol 
said "Well, tell me about it." He say, "Well, this cat was standing in the 
garden, asking for some help, and his buddy was outside the garden and 
turned the Man loose on him. They bust into the garden, drug him out, 
threw him into the slams, tore his clothes off of him, put some sticks on 
his back and threw him in the streets." Right away I said, "You know, 
that's not the Easter story, it couldn't happen that way." And he said 
"Well, baby I'm telling you I just read it myself!" Well, after I thought 
about I said maybe this is what happened, in his way of thinking. So 
that was the beginning of the Easter Story. And the performers of the 











Easter Story are The Conquistadors, Jimmy Hudson, and the 
Carnations. All members of Act Four Production... 

Okay, so you did a concept album where it was the story of Easter 
from, I guess, a black ghetto youth perspective. 

RP: Exactly. 

Then the whole B-side of the album is just sort of life on the West 
Side of Chicago. 

RP: Right. 

So, he says on the record that you were approached to do this live on 
TV? Is that, is that right? What happened? 

RP: Well, we were affiliated with different charitable organizations in 
and around the Chicago land area. And one of them was the United 
Council of Churches. And we would do television shows for them that 
came on on Sunday morning, it was program called "Lamp Unto my 
Feet." It came on every Sunday morning. We would perform on that 
show quite often. And, they caught our act and asked us if wewould put 
together something regarding the Easter Story. We took the project to a 
different level, after it began to evolve. And, after we put it together 
and, and we introduced it at a Methodist Church on the North Side I 
believe it was? It just sort of took off. And we performed it over the 
United States, actually. And in Mexico... 

Okay. Listening to the record it sounds like you took little bits of the 
story and you wrote a song about each part. So, Jimmy Hudson 
would announce a part of the Easter Story and you guys would do a 
whole song about it. Let’s listen... 

(spoken) Now here's a joker that just got out of jail, never cared 
anything for anybody, Never served the community in any way but still 
the people set him free from jail. Now on his first day of freedom, how 
do you think he felt? (song “Free At Last” plays) 

So what part of the story was that, that about? 

TM: Barabbas, wasn't it? They let Barabbas out of jail. 

IC: Christ, before Christ was crucified- 

RP: No, no, no it was before Christ was crucified, they asked the people 
to set one of the - 

TM: Barabbas! It was Barabbas, guys! 

IC: One of the guys the people set free. 

RP: Who would that have been Tyrone? Barnaby? 

TM Barabbas! Barabbas! 

IC: Barabbas, right. 

Okay. So there's a song, I think, about the Last Supper and there's 
a song about, I think, Judas' kiss. So how did you sell “The Easter 
Story?” Did you sell it in record stores? 

IC: No. We actually, it went on the market through the Lutheran 
churches and the church organizations. 

So was that just in Chicago, or...? 

IC: No, it was all over the United States. We got orders from people all 
over the United States, asking for that record. 

It's definitely a unique kind of thing, like I can't think of any other 
example of a concept album, ‘cause people weren't doing that until 
the late 60s when rock groups started doing stuff like that and you 
kind of did something like that by accident. 

RP: Yeah. It's to our understanding, we heard some years later that, that 
someone from this Butler organization saw us performing the Easter 
Story and that's how, how what do ya say - 

IC: Jesus Christ. 

RP: Jesus Christ Superstar was born. 

So how did the group break up? 

TM: Can I answer that? Well, what happened was that, during the period 
of time, we were all still coming out of school, beginning jobs, actually 
getting married. So all of this was going on at the same time. And, we 
did not have one guy who was actual promoter. And, by not having a 
guy on that job who was promoting for us, we began to lean toward our 
jobs a little more, began to have children. And, began to spend more 
time with the family. And, and time went on. We just, kind of faded off 
into that. And, Al Johnson decided he didn't want to be in that, that 
realm of the music industry anymore. And he kind of went with his 
family and he had a job. He also, at the time, was working for the Bell 
Telephone Company. So, his job kind of pulled him and us getting jobs 
and getting married and started having children. It was kin of a slow 


fade. And once we realized that we were kind of spending money out of 
our pockets more than we were bringing in, and our time was being 
consumed, we really couldn't do what we wanted to do. And we just 
kinda faded away. 

When did the group finally disband? Was it the late '60s? 

IC: ‘70. 

So then, did any of the group members go on in music? I know 
Jimmy Hudson had some solo records in the 70s. Tyrone, were you 
involved with music ever, after the group? 

TM: Yes, well I am now, I've been blessed to play, I'm a guitar player in 
a gospel group in San Diego by the name of The Brothers of Praise. 
And we've opened for the Mighty Clouds of Joy, we've opened for the 
Jackson Seminaires, and various other top gospel groups. And we have 
a CD out right now ourselves and we're hoping that something will 
happen with that. And even if it doesn't, we're kind of older guys and 
we just enjoy being able to still do music at our age. 

You guys sing in church too, right? 

IC: We sing, we sing basically now for the Lord only. Except for John. 
(laughter) JW: | sing for the Lord, but I sing the blues. 

Thanks so much for telling your story. So, are there any last words 
you want to say to our audience? 

RP: Well, one of the things I'd like to say is that,through our, through 
our youth, when we were young men and, and in grammar school and 
high school, we never got into trouble. We were always into our music 
and we enjoyed ourselves. I guess, we, we didn't have a sense to know 
then the kind of money that could be really made if we had the fortitude 
to stay with it, Because we were just having a good time. 

IC: As hard as we practiced, | mean, we practiced all the time. It kept us 
out of trouble, we didn't have time to run with gangs, get into crime, 
criminal activity. Because we were too busy practicing, trying to 
compete with other groups - 

RP: It is, it is a fantastic thing, yeah. And another thing that I want to 
add too, Bob, is our musicians, just to give you an example, they had the 
tenacity, these guys, none of these guys, including Tyrone, were trained 
musicians. They were all self-taught musicians. And we were too. 

IC: Tyrone started playing a wooden box guitar- 

TM: A hollow box. 

IC: A hollow box guitar, he drilled a hole in it and put a migophone in it 
and we used a - 

TM: A reel-to-reel tape recorder - 

IC: As the amplifier. And that was his first electric guitar and I mean 
our drummer he started out playing bongos, not a regular set of drums. 
And he taught himself how to play drums. And we trained ourselves. 
JW: Right, voice-wise. We never had voice coaches or anything. And 
we played some of the major theaters and venues in the Chicagoland 
area and other places in the country. To be young men from North 
Lawndale which was known as the ghetto, going all over the United 
States! Starting out thirteen, fourteen, fifteen years old. That's what kept 
up out of trouble. 
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their own musical version of Chicago West Side life 

Conquistadors of Act IV, have a live audience. They 26d 
location for the taping of CBS-TV’s Look Up And Live 
show to be telecast July 23. Extras were filmed on spot. 
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A LITTLE BIT HARDER, 
A LITTLE BIT COOLER: 


the H. Dwight Thompson interview 






H. Dwight Thompson was one of the original wave of New 
York African-American punk rockers, having lent his guitar 
skills to the distinguished likes of the Heat & performance 
artist Klaus Nomi. Asked what is it about New York that 
seemingly encouraged musical freedom with black 
musicians, Thompson says that the city attracted talent like 
a magnet does steel. “When you start peeling the layers off, 
you'll find that not only black artists, but all types 
gravitated to New York. But sometimes because of the fact 
that you were black, it just enhanced some things. You felt 
you had to be a little bit harder, a little bit cooler, a little 
sharper on your instrument - you had to have it going on." 
Thompson came of age right when the rock scenes at 
CBGB's and Max's were starting to kick in. And even 
though Max's already had a rep as a respected music 
showcase, it really gained its identity during the glitter and 
punk eras. Thompson's rock & roll road took some 
interesting turns (including a stint as a roadie with a band 
that included Wayne Kramer and Johnny Thunders). While 
he did rub shoulders with some of the other brothers on the 
punk scene then (including Neon Leon and visiting Philly 
neighbors Pure Hell), one of his first major musical 
affiliations was with Tally Talliaferro, who told his story in 
an earlier issue of Roctober. He was just leaving the 
Planets to form the Heat, and on guitar was H. Dwight, 
previously a huge Planets fan. 

And here's the rest of the story... (by James Porter) 
HDT: Originally I was born & bred in North Carolina, but I 
went to high school in Jersey. As I was coming up in high 
school, my interest in music actually started (there). | was 
on the football team until one day I got away with a play 
and made a varsity player look bad. The coach punished 
him and made him run the play over and the guy hit me in 
the stomach. That afternoon, I made up my mind - I was 
talking to my best friend. I said, "I think I'm gonna start 
hanging out with the musicians because they get girls and 


they don't get tortured!" And it was just a fleeting thought 
at the time, but it was something I was seriously 
considering. In time, I bought myself a bass guitar and 
started hanging out with some of the musicians around 
school. In the high school I went to there was a lot of 
bands, there was a lot of band activity going on then too. 
This was late sixties/early seventies. It was a black high 
school in Jersey. Most of the musicians that I knew early 
on were playing in Jersey. Most of them were playing rock 
& roll, jazz-type stuff, original stuff. At that time, most 
bands that played in Jersey were cover bands, the bands 
that were playing in New York were playing all original 
music. I started going to Max's Kansas City, 
CBGB's...things that weren't happening in Jersey at the 
time. There was a very unique music scene that I kinda 
stumbled on with a friend of mine. We had seen each other 
around Jersey, on the bus and different places. Back then, 
you could count cool people and musicians on your hands. 
You knew 'em when you saw 'em. Especially in Jersey, 
you'd see somebody that was on a particular scene, and you 
could tell by the way they were dressed, you would wind 
up seeing them at some club or something like that. Once I 
got over here to New York, I saw such a person. Me and 
this person had been seeing each other in New Jersey, but 
never introduced ourselves. Eventually, we started putting 
music together. 

What was your friend's name? 

Dwight. He turned out to be Dwight Dayan (nee Miller), 
the singer for the Heat. Me and him were the two who got 
together for rehearsing. We used to sit around and practice. 
His girlfriend, who lived in Brooklyn at the time, she was a 
photographer. She took some pictures of us. He and I 
originally got together and started thinking about putting a 
band together. Once we bumped into each other, his name 
is Dwight and my name is Dwight, we kind of clicked. He 
was our drummer, who became a singer. I was playing 
guitar, we both write music, so we started sitting in my 
living room, putting stuff together. While we were putting 
stuff together and dreaming, I had been going to Max's and 
seeing this band called the Planets and some of the other 
bands who were on the scene then - Tuff Darts, New York 
Dolls, that whole scene was just starting. Television, the 
Heartbreakers, all of these things that were just starting to 
happen then. I got Dwight and started going to Max's and 
CB's. We were running around New York. Then, like I 
said, you could count the clubs and the people on one hand. 
Everybody knew everybody. The scene was just that small. 
The only two clubs at the time were Max's and CB's. 
Actually it was quite some time before CB's and Max's had 
the same bands playing. Originally, if you played at CB's 
you didn't play at Max's and visa-versa. That's just the way 
it was. Then, once they incorporated, the scene got bigger, 
bands started playing both venues. Dwight & I, every place 
I was going, I was taking him. The only other black guy at 
that time - well, there were a couple of them that were on 
the scene, but one in particular that I was fond of, and his 
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band because he was the lead singer, was Tally Talliaferro 
(of the Planets). Eventually, Tally was not satisfied with 
some things that were going on in the Planets. And he left 
them. Being that we had been seeing him often, he spoke to 
us about putting something together. The three of us started 
working on something, and eventually this became the 
Heat. We originally had a Japanese drummer named 
Chinko Nakasawa. We didn't have a bass player. Me on 
rhythm guitar, Tally on lead, Dwight on vocals, Chinko on 
drums. Our first gigs were at Max's Kansas City. Then, 
after things looked like they were gonna be successful and 
poppin', me, Dwight and Tally were writing songs - all 
three of us. Tally, being that he had more of the reputation, 
had gotten us the gigs. He came to me and Dwight and said 
that he was gonna be doing most of the songwriting, which 
I wasn't happy with. I had a lot of songs, Dwight had a lot 
of songs. Dwight more or less felt like, "okay, I'll take what 
I can get." At the time, I didn't feel I had to settle for that. 
If I knew then what I know now, I might have waited a 
while. Anyhow, it turned out pretty good - I left them, then 
I found Klaus Nomi. 

I'd like to back up a minute...the Heat recorded one 45 
for Polydor. Were you on that record? 

No, I wasn't on that record, but I think that was my song 
they recorded, on one side. And that was another one of the 
reasons why I left. I didn't want to say it, but at the time, 
the songs that were getting most of the good feedback, 
when we played, was songs that I had written. Then I was 
being told that I wasn't even going to be contributing a 
third of the songs to the set. But, more or less, I might be 
able to share one-fourth of the songs with Dwight. Three- 
fourth would be Tally's writing. One of my songs was the 
B-side. They had to change the lyrics. I had a song called 
"Nazi Dyke." And the song had to be changed to "Not 
Tonight." Of course, "Nazi Dyke" just wasn't gonna cut it 
(laughs)! Not on American AM radio (laughs harder). 
Basically, the lyrics weren't that provocative, it was only 
just the title. And it was really just the way I happened to 
see this Asian girl in the neighborhood, Anita Miller, 








because of the image she projected. So the lyrics weren't 
that hardcore, but the title was. Anyhow, the truth of the 
matter is, I was kinda bigheaded about my songwriting at 
the time, even though I didn't have anything on paper as far 
as music is concerned, but nobody did. Not that that 
messed with my writing, but I was a musician like 
everybody else. I was doing rather nice, if I do say so 
myself, with some of the songs at the time. 

Then I bumped into Klaus Nomi and started something 
with him. He wasn't doing nothing but baking pies when I 
met him. He lived across the street from me. 

Was he working at a bakery? 

He was independently baking pies. He had a couple of 
restaurants that he had given samplings of whatever. He 
would make 5-10 pies for different customers. He'd make 
the pies, take them to them, and sell them. That's how I met 














him. I was trying to put a band together. One day I saw 
Klaus coming from work, & I sez, "hey, what are you 
doing?" He was like, "nothing." "Would you be interested 
in singing?" I had asked him if he had ever sung before. He 
was an opera singer. But he had never sung rock & roll. So 
I went over to his house one evening, sat down and talked 
with him, then brought my guitar over and started playing 
some stuff and got him to start singing to it. Then it got to 
the point where I started arranging my songs around his 
vocals. We were doing pretty good. I had gotten a nice 
rhythm section, I was doing all the writing, writing all the 
songs. We had a really nice thing going, until one of 
Klaus's girlfriends, from Wisconsin, decided to write an 
article about the band and we hadn't played out yet! Been 
together four months, got couple of songs together... 

Now where did this article run? 

I don't remember. Some magazine out of Wisconsin. It 
might have been a college paper. I don't know what it was, 
but I know when she left town, she went back to wherever 
she was at and wrote an article about us. But she called the 
band "Klaus Nomi & the Take," instead of "the Take." We 
had told her the band's name was the Take. But because 
she was infatuated with Klaus, she called the band Klaus 
Nomi & the Take. Now, I don't know - Klaus might have 
said this to her. When I saw it, | mentioned it to him, and 
the rest of the guys, and I was very upset. I was writing all 
the songs, so I felt that this was almost a slap in the face. I 
write all the songs, and we call the band "Klaus Nomi?" At 
the time, I couldn't see it. Wow, I really wish I would have 
shut my mouth and at least recorded the songs. If I had 
recorded my songs, with the arrangements I had, it would 
be a classic, (even) if it was only one album and that was it. 
Remember, I just went through this whole writing 
experience with the Heat! Come over here, put THIS band 
together, and now I'm getting this other experience. I didn't 
mind sharing, but at the time, I didn't have the concept of 
how to be the man in control in the back room. Had I 
known that, I'd be in a completely different situation right 
now. Because I didn't know that, 1 broke up with Klaus, 
then my bass player and my drummer, who were mine, had 
sense enough to go with Klaus, because he had the voice & 


that look. Within a month after breaking up with him, I was 
out in Jersey with my girlfriend and my kid on a Saturday 
night. We're in the house, chillin’ out, watching Saturday 
Night Live..(who do we see) carrying David Bowie but 
Klaus Nomi. Then, I just couldn't believe it. The thing is, 
the guy had a special look to him. 

One of the reasons that I got away from it is because...there 
was a moment on the scene where things were starting to 
get a little plastic. You had these people who were coming 
up, they were doing performance art instead of playing 
music. I didn't want to be a "performance artist" in that 
fashion. I came from the school of rock & roll. You learn 
how to play the instrument, then you put on whatever 
costume and anything that you do on top of the music as 
part of the act. But the music comes first! These guys had 
started getting into theatrics! More theatrics than rock & 
roll music. Once I left, his whole thing became theatrics, 
being carried in on stage, and he had quite a following. 

Did you keep in touch with him? 

Nope. I didn't wanna know him. I didn't wanna know about 
it. Then, I guess I was more than likely a little hurt & upset 
with myself because there was no way I was gonna be able 
to talk him into coming back into the fold now. He was 
getting that taste of success. He wasn't really interested in 
music. He was interested in being seen, and that's what he 
had going on. The whole thing that built up around him had 
a lot to do with this whole performance art thing...that 
wasn't my thing. I was looking for a more Hendrix- 
Zeppelin-like thing. I didn't wanna be dressing up & 
prancing around & doing all this crazy stuff. Once he 
started doing that thing, they had this whole group that 
started moving in the direction of Soho & artists and stuff, 
where I was venturing back over into hardcore, CBGB's, 
Max's Kansas City music on the stage. Had I had the 
foresight and kept Klaus in the fold long enough to record 
one album, I would have been alright. But then I was 23 
years old, a new father, didn't have as much experience as I 
did have energy. So, energy won out. I thought I'd be 
young forever. They don't wanna act right, just like I got 
Klaus, I would get somebody else. I had a couple of things 
going, but nothing got off the ground. My two strongest 
things, early on, were the Heat & Klaus Nomi. Now I feel 
so lucky to have photographed and recorded that, because 
it was a very creative period in my life. 

After Klaus Nomi, what were you up to? 

I played with a couple of people, and then I ventured off 
into other forms of music, spinning records as a DJ - not 
spinning rock, though. I played club music, disco, dance 
music. ‘Cause I always liked all types of music, except for 
country & western. Anything else, I've been crazy about. 
Tried to put a few acts together, but after Klaus 
Nomi...(pause)..nothing else was really solid, until 
(pause)...various small little things, playing bass over the 
years. I played bass guitar in prison to keep myself 
occupied. 

Pardon for asking, but why were you in prison? 








Drugs. The eventual thing that happened to several 
musicians. The whole drug scene came during the years I 
was playing music and being a roadie. 
What year was this, and how 
incarcerated? 

1988 to 1990. 

What was the prison band like? Any interesting talent 
you were jamming with? 

That's what it was all about. Like they say, "beggars can't 
be choosers" - definitely you had to deal with whatever you 
got. We didn't have, let's say, the best instruments. In some 
cases, we didn't have anything. But they were able to come 
up with bass guitar, keyboards and drums. Got some time 
in the rec room. We did a couple of songs with some kind 
of holiday thing that was coming up. 

Before going to prison, I started doing some roadie work to 
stay around music as much as possible. | was roadie-ing for 
Wayne Kramer and Johnny Thunders, who put a band 
together called Gang War. Believe it or not, I acquired my 
drug habit not from Johnny, but from Wayne. This was the 
early eighties, mid-eighties. Wayne Kramer had done a 
stint in prison for something that went down in Detroit 
(selling cocaine to undercover cops). He happened to move 
on the block that I used to hang out on. I think how we met, 
somewhere along the line we stopped and talked. He told 
me he was getting together with Johnny Thunders. He 
needed a roadie and he needed a van, so I said, "Perfect! I 
got a van..." I told him about my former experience; I 
never heard the MC 5, the band that he was part of, but I 
had heard Johnny Thunders & the Heartbreakers. I got my 
van, packed 'em up, we did a gig in Rhode Island, it's like 
3:30 in the morning. I drove 'em back down. Now what 
happened was, Wayne had all this money from the book he 
had written, coming from England. So him and his 
girlfriend, they were already into the dope scene. So when 
they got here, they just needed somebody - being that both 
of them were white - to go get it. Turned out to be me. And 
So evvvery day they were calling. I'd come & pick 'em up in 
the van, take 'em shopping. I was like a valet to them. 
Wayne didn't know New York, he didn't know how to get 
around, he could call me. All he had to do was take care of 


long were you 








the finances, and every day we got together. They bought 
dope. Every day. 

But, the first time that it happened was on the way to the 
gig in Rhode Island. Everybody got all the equipment, got 
the bass player from the hotel up on 28th St., between 
Broadway and 6th Avenue. So I picked him up, picked the 
drummer up, Wayne, Johnny, and before we got on the 
highway to headup to Rhode Island they had me 
go down to First Avenue and First Street. I'm sitting in the 
van, I have no idea why we're at First Avenue and First 
Street. Until about 20 minutes later, they come running 
back, they get in the back of the van, they cook up dope, 
and shoot up dope in the back of the van. There was so 
much dope and needles going around till I actually felt left 
out. I thought at the time, when in Rome, do as the 
Romans. Somebody passed me a bag, and I think I sniffed 
it and asked somebody to help me do it. Anyhow, it was 
the first time I did dope. 

The only time I would nod is when I actually stopped the 
van somewhere. Otherwise, I drove all the way to Rhode 
Island. High on heroin. From that point on, every day, 
when I went to pick up Wayne and them and started doing 
things around the city, the first thing we always had to do 
before we went out was go cop. For six months, maybe 
more. 

So the feds caught up with you, and you did your time? 

The past caught up with me. I actually needed to calm 
down, stop and think about what was going on around 
me. (On another occasion) I had a red nose pit bull (that) 
bit somebody. The police came, asked what had happened. 
I told them, they tranquilized my dog, and arrested me. 
And I wound up getting two years for second-degree 
assault. 

When the dog bit somebody, was this an accident? 

It was kind of an accident. We were in the street, and some 
people that I know stopped me to ask a question. Then they 
went from the questions to getting a little belligerent. Even 
though they were friends of mine, the dog wasn't going to 
tolerate any crazy behavior on somebody else's part doing 
something to me. And so, the dog went to protect me. 
That's what the dog was trying to do at the time. He 
actually nicked him, he didn't really hurt him. But what did 
take place was enough for the cop to arrest me. I got 
sentenced from one-and-a-half to four-and-a-half years in 
prison for second-degree assault. (I had gotten out) on 
appeal. 

So, after the prison stint, this is when you started doing 
the solo gigs? 

One of the guys who remembered me from years ago, me, 
him and his brother, we were putting together some stuff. 
We worked on this stuff about two years ago. Then I went 
out on my own. In 2007, I opened up for a friend of mine 
whose band was playing in Williamsburg, called Dodger, 
now known as Echo Jinx. I was playing singer-songwriter 
type stuff. I'd open up on acoustic. I came to the 
conclusion, after trying to do stuff with my other friends, 








one thing I know for sure: if I just rely on 
myself, | know I'm gonna be there, | know 
how to put the songs together the way I want 
to, I don't have to argue with anybody about 
presentation, style of music and what's gotta 
be played. (But) at the end of 2007, I'm a 
student in school (majoring in computer 
information systems at Medgar Evers 
College in Brooklyn, New York), working 
full-time, and trying to do the music. And it 
was too much. I had to continue working, 
and I had to continue going to school. It hurt 
me not being able to devot e the time to the 
music anymore, but I had to make a 
decision. I got three things I'm trying to do, 
two because they're costing me money and 
have to be done. So I stopped doing the 
music temporarily. The very last gig I did, I 
was so tired from the schedule I had, the last 
couple of songs I didn't feel | put my all into. 
Now I'm still in school, but I've been laid off 
from my job, so it's very possible | might 
make the attempt... 
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LET’S DANCE WITH 


Chris Montez 





“Hey baby, won't you take a chance? Say that you'll let me have 
this dance.” 


That pick-up line assured Chris Montez his place in history, as 
“Let’s Dance” rocketed onto the charts on 1962. The sleazy 
rocker, with its memorable organ line, assured Montez a place 
besides Ritchie Valens, Chuck Rio of the Champs and Cham 
Romero on anyone's short list of key early Chicano rock acts. 


But Montez also managed to reinvent himself four years later at 
the birth of the lounge sound, as he softly cooed bossa-tinged 
songs like “Call Me” and “The More I See You.” 


While he spends much of the year touring the U.S. oldies circuit 
on package shows with Bobby Vee, Brian Hyland and the 
Chiffons — the quartet recently wrapped up a stint playing Dick 
Clark’s Branson, MO theatre — Montez still retains a solid 
recording career abroad. He recently spoke to us on the eve of an 





oldies gig in Worcester, MA, where his high-energy set stole the 
show. 


Let’s start with how you got into rock ‘n roll. Did you ever 
get to see Ritchie Valens live? 

He was a great influence in my life. Until him there weren't any 
Latin artists singing. When I found out about this singer who was 
Mexican, I couldn’t believe it. I went to a dance that he played 
before he died and got to meet him. I was standing there in this 
really crowded, sold-out hall, thinking how exciting it would be 
that in ten minutes he’d be on and I'd be hearing him sing “La 
Bamba” and “Donna,” and then I looked and he was standing 
right next to me. I didn’t know what to say to him — he was my 
idol. I did get to meet him for a second - and after that he died 
just a few months later. 

When you were recording “Let’s Dance,” did you think it 
would be a hit? 

No, I had no idea. At the time I was sort of locked into the 
Ritchie Valens realm: singing ballads with a high voice. Then my 
producer said we'll do this song. I tried practicing a couple times, 
and I didn't want to record it. I thought it was corny and out of 
my league. Then out of left field it becomes a giant hit! I just 
couldn't believe it. I remember when I was in high school guys 
would be laughing at me, They all had cars, and I didn’t, so I was 
a real minority. I didn't have any money. Then everything 
changed, I could buy everything I wanted. I grew up with four 
brothers and four sisters and it was rough. We were very poor. 
My mother and father never spoke English. 

So when you could finally afford a car, what kind did you 
get? 

A Corvair. I was always low profile. 

You mentioned how rare it was to be a Chicano rock artist in 
those days. Did you face any kind of discrimination? 

No, I never even thought about it. It never became an issue. I was 
so thrilled to be on the charts and be in tour - it was a whole new 
world to me. One thing is that I played a lot of the black theatres: 
the Howard, the Apollo, and a couple of other places were 
strictly black theatres. A lot of times when we were on the road 
all the other performers would ask me to get out and get food for 
everyone, so they wouldn’t have to go through the back [of 
Segregated restaurants]. It was a scary and strange experience to 
me. As I reflect on my life, it has a lot of strange episodes, and 
that was one of them. 

Who were you on tour with? 

I did two big tours: one tour with the American Bandstand 
[Caravan of Stars], and after that I got on a tour with Same 
Cooke. After that we never did any more bandstand tours 
because I got hooked up with all of Sam Cooke’s major tours. I 
got to learn from all the pros. They inspired me to have the stage 
presence that I have ~ I received from them. Being on tour with 
Sam Cooke was fantastic. I watched the way he entertained the 
ladies. He was a charming man and a good-looking person. He 
treated me well. The tours were rough — going through the south, 
we were considered freedom riders. I was scared. We were going 
through these white neighborhoods, with everyone staring at the 
black [faces] in our buses. 

One of the most commonly repeated stories about you is that 
you got into a brawl with John Lennon when they were the 
opening act for you on a tour in Europe. Is that fact or 
fiction? 

It’s nothing but the truth. It was the first time I went to Europe. It 
was an exciting trip, and being from LA I was exposed to a new 








way of life, all these pebbled roads. When we toured with the 
Beatles we got around great. The ladies were tearing their clothes 
off and chasing us. And then one time I was on the bus, really 





tired, and John came in and was messing around and poured beer 
on my head. I got mad — I was like “What the hell?” — and we got 
into it. They broke us up. It was just one of those things, | wasn’t 
in the mood for like that then, and I sensed that he was jealous of 
me — but after that we made up. I didn’t take his jokes too 
seriously. 

How’d you end up making the transition to A&M Records 
and their easy listening sound? 

It was kind of strange. There were all these trials and tribulations 
with the management and my first record company, and | 
decided to leave. I had to step back and I really didn't want to 
record anymore. I was defeated and disillusioned. I lost all that 
energy and dedication I'd once given to being an artist. One day I 
was with a friend of mine who said he had to pick up some tapes, 
I went along with him, and I’m standing around. Someone came 
over and introduced themselves. He said, “Hey, you're Chris 
Montez. What are you doing?” I said I’m out of music, going to 
school. He asked if I was interested in recording again, and I said 
no. He told me to think about it. That was Herb Alpert. Everyone 
has a destiny, and I feel that was mine. So I went into the studio, 
and I was doing all these Ritchie Valens-style rock 'n roll tunes I 
had written. A few weeks later the staff producer tells me that 
Herb doesn't like what we're doing. I said to myself “here we go, 
all over again.” The producer said Herb’s got an idea. | went in 
there and he started singing this song called “Call Me.” I said ‘I 


can't do this, it's too hip, it's too getting around with Sinatra, 
that's for an older person. I’d like to do that when I get older.” 
And then later on Sinatra recorded it! 

Someone who worked on that session tell me that Sinatra told 
everyone in the studio that he wanted to sing it ‘in a Chris 
Montez style.” That was quite a compliment! 

You’ve got to be one of the only artists whose songs were 
covered by both Sinatra and the Ramones. 

Yeah, I heard the Ramones’ version of “Let’s Dance.” It’s very 
good, it’s a very hip version. 

I saw a show you did on Long Island last year with Gary 
Lewis and Gladys Horton. You’ve stayed in really good 
shape, both physically and vocally. 

Well, I don’t drink hardly at all. Even when I was in the best 
shape of my life I wasn’t partying too much. It’s harder as you 
get older — if you don’t dedicate yourself to keeping some kind of 
2t to it. I partied a lot 
but I knew when to stop. I wasn’t a heavy drinker or into drugs. 
But I partied a lot with the ladies! I try to keep a good 
perspective in my life. I raised three children who are now in 
their late 20's, and now I’ve gotten married again and I have an 
eight-year old daughter, so that keeps me energetic. 

A group of filmmakers have announced plans to make a 
movie about your story. 

I'm really excited about it. I'd really like to tell my story, so that I 
can leave a legacy for the other Mexican-Americans and for 
people struggling to follow their dream. 

Have you done any recordings lately? 

I just finished a Tex-Mex album. I wrote most of the music for it. 
I also just finished an album I recorded in England that I made 
with [veteran U.K. rocker] Joe Brown and The Bruvvers. It’s a 
collage of rock, blues and Latin, Then I also just finished a 
standards album. So I’ve got three albums that I’ve just finished! 
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SID LAVARENTS 1908-2009 


A CENTURY OF ONE MAN BAND MADNESS! 
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By Jake Austen (Dedicated to the beautiful Charlotte Lavarents) 


To a layman the term “one-man band” refers simply to the 
multiple instrument-festooned kook busking on a sidewalk or in 
the subway. But to practitioners of the art form -- genuine drum 
on the back, cymbals between the knees lifers -- a one-man band 
is also what they call their rig. The apertures they hoist over their 
shoulders, covered with racks of instruments, cables and rods, is 
what the hardcore players refer to as their “one-man band,” and it 
is almost always crafted by the musician. Ultimately one-man 
band-ism isn’t so much about omnidextrousness or good music 
(god no), but rather it is an exercise in extreme analog 
engineering. In addition to shamelessness and a high threshold 
for lower back pain, the most important skill these innovators 
Possess is a Rube Goldberg-esque sense of simple machine 
design, as levers, wheels and pulleys becoming growths on the 
body, wheezing out cacophonous versions of musty standards. 
It’s about the wire on your ankle being just taut enough to trigger 
the drum pedal near your lumbar when you flex your foot; the 
dowel on your elbow manipulating the noisemakers on your hip; 





the sublime positioning of the rack of harmonicas and kazoos 
haloing your face. 

It’s about absurd inventiveness; Jesse Fuller, the 
greatest blues one-man band of all time crafted the “fotdella,” a 
six string bass played with his right foot (one of the half-dozen 
instruments he played simultaneously, including a twelve-string 
guitar). Czech one-man band Ewald Wahabichler crafted a series 
of bellows to play his percussion instruments. Germany’s Dr. 
Musikus, certified by the Guinness Book of World’s Records as 
the “Largest One-man Band,” plays only seven instruments, but 
does it while utilizing mysterious hydraulic lifts, smoke 
machines, and confetti cannons to become a mono-musical god 
raining sounds upon his worshippers. 

Of course, when one-man bands boast, size matters. 
Sergeant Pepperoni played 26 instruments, including a French 
horn. Bob O’Luney brags of 28 instruments (and, more 
ominously, a thirty-minute “Freebird.”). Roy Gardner, who 
played at the 1933 World’s Fair in Chicago, was engulfed by 
eighty pipe and string noisemakers. 


However my favorite one-man band played a mere dozen 
instruments. Sid Lavarents held a soprano banjo, mounted a bass 
drum on his right leg that he played with the right toe, on his left 
hip he wore another drum played with his left heel, he wore a 
rack of four instruments on his chest (a mouth harp, a trumpet 
kazoo, a saxophone kazoo, and a slide whistle with the slide 
attached to the banjo), he had cymbals under his left arm, a crash 
cymbal on his back played by a beater on his left elbow, a wood 
block on his left knee played by jerking up on the banjo, a bike 
horn between his knees, and a mystery instrument somewhere 
that made fart-like sounds. Though he barnstormed the armpits of 
the vaudeville circuit in the South during the 1920s and 1930s, 
the best documentation of his one-man band comes from a 1964 
home movie. His greatest one-man band achievement would also 
come decades after his busking heyday, and also in the medium 
of film. However, it would resort to utilizing the oneman band 
impurity of multitracking. But before describing his masterwork, 
I would like to properly introduce Sidney N. Laverents to you. 

Born in 1908 in Cheyenne, Wyoming, Laverents 
perpetually traveled around the country as a youth because his 
would-be entrepreneur father had what proved to be the 
misfortune of pulling off lucrative real estate deals while 
Cheyenne’s population was exploding. For the rest of his life he 
would move from rumored boomtown to boomtown, failing 
miserably in businesses, be they Florida orange groves or 
California lumber yards. While Sid was still in high school his 
father had to accept a theater as a default payment from a 
deadbeat client when a Tampa boom fizzled, and the exposure to 
show biz Sid experienced helping run the theater, combined with 
his family’s roving lifestyle motivated him to become a traveling 
one-man band rather than going to college. 

For the next decade Laverents painted googley eyes on 
his jalopy, strapped instruments on his knees, elbows and chest, 
and entertained modest crowds in small theaters during the dying 
days of vaudeville. Like his father, he also doomed himself to 
this life by making a fortune playing for a drunken 
conventioneers and hookers during one of his first gigs. He 
would never earn that much again, but despite the struggles, he 
found himself oddly suited for a lifestyle that attracted mentally 
unbalanced, slutty women, and more importantly, allowed Sid to 
explore his inner engineer by forcing him to build and modify all 
of his gear. 








With World War II on the horizon Sid took a course in 
aircraft sheet metal work, and after being drafted and doing his 
service, he returned to the states and eventually settled down to a 
normal life. He had a nice home in San Diego’s suburbs, a sane 
wife, and a job as an engineer at the aerospace manufacturer 
Conair working on experimental planes. A man who passed on a 
higher education in order to solve problems like “how do I best 
strike the cowbell on my thigh without missing a note on the 
ukulele” became an actual rocket science! 

In addition to his one-man band whirligigs, Sid's 
tinkerings led him to create a number of bizarre and fascinating 
inventions over the last ten decades. Around 1929, when gigs 
were scarce, and a stint as a door-to-door Fuller Brush salesman 
proved unfulfilling, he decided to turn his Nash coupe into a 
rolling billboard. He would paint paid advertising on the sides of 
the car, and then draw attention by mounting upon the car a 
deafening xylophone played by 25 robotic fingers made out of 
doorbell ringing mechanisms welded over the bars, controlled by 
a whittled wooden keyboard on the dashboard. A more 
reasonable musical invention was his patented double action 
drum pedal, which increased a pounder’s productivity by 
activating a pair of mallets with both a toe and heel-tap. Though 
a major drum manufacturer was intrigued, the deal fell through 
when revered percussionist and notorious asshole Buddy Rich 
decided he didn’t like it, dooming generations of death metal 
drummers to rely on triggers. But, by far, Laverents’ greatest 
technical achievements are demonstrated in his masterpiece, the 
1970 16mm film Multiple SIDosis. 

After settling in California to a normal life, Sid took up 
a hobby by joining an amateur film club, where local home 
movie-makers would have meetings, critiques and collaborations 
so they could make their silly films a little slicker. However, Sid 
did not settle for shooting bar mitzvahs and baby’s first steps, 
and was so far ahead of his peers he gained little from their input. 
He would patiently spend months shooting a caterpillar’s 
transformation to a butterfly. He ridiculously rigged up a tiny 
harness so a snail could demonstrate his strength by pulling a toy 
wagon with a pound of butter in it. He would use multiple 
exposures and camera tricks to create “clones” of himself 
performing a barber shop quartet. But in his masterpiece he 
would combine this patience, sense of absurdity and love of the 
technical in a breathtaking way. As Multiple S/Dosis opens we 
see Sid receive a reel-to-reel multi-track tape recorder as a 
Christmas present. He then methodically studies the manual and 
makes out musical charts. Then, halfway into the nine-minute 
film, a psychedelic title sequence tells you to brace yourself for 
madness. Suddenly a metronome clicks out a beat, then shifts to 
a corner and over the next several minutes we hear a masterfully 
quirky multi-track recording of the peppy song “Nola” (all 
played by Sid, with amazing whistling and bizarre Klaus Nomi 
esque falsetto back ups). Complimenting the music are images 
that have astounded viewers for decades. Whenever a new 
instrument or verse is introduced, by use of inventive black mat 
multiple exposures, we see two, four and eventually ten little 
heads of Sid playing different instruments - a banjo, a Jew's 
harp, an ocarina - simultaneously. The different shaped portals 
featuring the Sid heads continuously move and shift, and he is a 
little different in each window; hair is combed funny, glasses are 
donned, Mickey Mouse ears crown his head. The music is so 
joyous and the visuals are at once so technically astounding and 
so diy. bizarro that this sequence has burned itself onto the 
eyeballs of anyone who seen it. 


Though filmmakers have toyed with special effects and 
multiple exposures since before Sid’s birth (“cinemagician” 
Georges Melies was at his peak in 1906) never has someone 
done something so elaborate with so little resources and so little 
obvious incentive. This is an outstanding achievement, all done 
in-camera, without post-production, and any mistake in any of 
the ten takes would ruin everything. This was done with no real 
training in a garage with an X-acto knife and a piece of 
cardboard for a few dozen friends to see. In the age of iMovie 
and Youtube there is no way to even fathom how much patience 
and personal motivation this film involved. 

Sid would eventually send Multiple SIDosis to film 
clubs around the world, and their awards soon covered his studio 
walls. His fame spread beyond those circles in the 1990s after 
filmmaker Melinda Stone discovered him while researching 
California amateur film clubs. This led to film archivists and 
scholars (notably UCLA’s Ross Lipman) and cultural critics 
(notably Kim Cooper of Scram) championing his work, and in 
2000 the Library of Congress selected Multiple SIDosis as the 
first amateur film that does not involve Jacqueline Kennedy 
getting messy to appear on the National Film Registry. This led 
to National Film Preservation Foundation funding an elaborate 
archival restoration of the film. In 2008 the university celebrated 
Sid’s 100” birthday by hosting a screening of their latest 
Laverents restoration, The Sid Saga, a four part autobiographical 
epic that Laverents labored over for eighteen years (finishing in 
2003), teaching himself animation techniques and green screen 
chromakey. I had the honor of driving Sid from San Diego to Los 
Angeles and back for that event, accompanied by his statuesque 
“child bride” Charlotte (when widower Sid was 81 he had plastic 
surgery and ran a deceptive personal ad claiming he was “70+” 
to lure a younger woman in her 60s). 

Unfortunately the only way to see Multiple SIDosis 
these days is on a Youtube clip that is of shockingly low quality, 
even by Internet standards. Sid had requested that friends and 
fans not post a higher quality version, as he was still personally 
dubbing VHS and duplicating DVD copies for fans past his 
centennial. Unfortunately, on May 6 2009 Sid Lavarents made 
his transition to the great amateur film club in the sky. He lived 
100 solid, inventive, adventure filled years, and leaves behind an 
amazing body of work. Though UCLA has the DVD rights they 
have no current plans for a commercial release. But certainly his 
work will eventually be seen by the world. You can’t keep a 
good one-man band down. 








R.1.P. Billy Lee Riley 


Ken Burke Talks About Billy Lee Riley by Steglio Cortez 





(Illustration: King Merinuk from Flying Saucer Rock ‘n’ Roll) 
After Billy Lee Riley passed away from complications of bone 
cancer on August 2, 2009, I called up my friend Ken Burke. 
Besides being a Roctober contributor, Ken interviewed Billy Lee 
at length several times. | wanted to find out more about this 
great artist who recorded Sun rockers like “Flying Saucers Rock 
and Roll” (the title of the forthcoming Roctober book, feauring 
Burke's mammoth Riley interview as its centerpiece) and “Red 
Hot.” Although Ken had a bit of a falling out with Billy Lee the 
year before he died, he remained a big fan of his music. We 
talked about what was right and wrong with the Riley legend. 
Since the death of Billy Lee Riley I’ve been seeing a lot of 
headlines on the internet about Riley being a lost giant. 
What do they mean by that? 

Well, the fact of the matter is, Riley was never actually lost, he 
was just underappreciated as a commercial artist. There’s a bit of 
a difference there. And, it’s important to note, thanks to writers 
like Colin Escott and Martin Hawkins, Nick Tosches, Hank 
Davis etc., Riley wasn’t exactly an obscure artist either, Today I 
saw a link on AOL that called him a legend, so he was well 
known by roots music afficionados and rockabillies. 

In previous talks, you’ve told me Riley’s career actually 
benefited from the culture of loss. Could you explain that? 
The first time I heard the term, Prewitt Rose of SRO Records 
was joshing me about liking obscure rockabillies. “They all 
exist in this culture of loss,” he told me. “They’re always crying 
about the breaks that they didn’t get, the big business deal that 
went sour, or how their religious background kept them from 
being as big as Elvis.” In Riley’s case, this is especially true. At 
the peak of his early career, he and his band The Little Green 
Men, recorded a wonderful southernftied Little Richard style 
rocker “Red Hot.” It was released at the same time as Jerry Lee 
Lewis’s “Great Balls of Fire” and according to legend, the disc 
was getting strong airplay in New York, or all places. Riley’s 
career defining moment occurred when [Sun owner] Sam Phillips 
canceled promotional efforts and future pressings on “Red Hot” 





so he could put all his forces behind Jerry Lee’s record. 

Was that the right thing to on Sam’s part? 

Absolutely. Look, imagine you’re a teenaged kid from 1957, 
what would you rather hear, a new record from the guy who just 
rocked your world on the Steve Allen Show with “Whole Lotta 
Shakin’ Goin’ On” or someone you never heard of? Also, Sun 
Records was an independent label with shallow financial pockets. 
Perkins, Cash, and Lewis were all big sellers but Phillips wasn’t 
getting paid in a timely fashion from the distributors of those 
hits. So, he had to make careful business decisions and when Joe 
Coughi of Poplar Music - biggest distributor in the Mid-South - 
told him that “Red Hot” just didn’t have the commercial appeal 
of “Great Balls of Fire,” the decision became an eaier one. 
There was no guarantee that Riley was going to have a national 
hit, but by playing the what shoulda/coulda happened card, he 
paints a sympathetic portrait of an artist unjustly robbed of fame 
and fortune if you don't examine the facts too closely. 

So you think it was OK that Riley was denied his shot at 
the big time? 

No, Riley deserved his shot. Sam Phillips promised him his 
shot, and I think Riley would have gotten that shot if he had 
simply made something else as great as “Flying Saucers Rock 
and Roll” or “Red Hot.” His drummer J.M. Van Eaton is 
philosophical about it all, he told me that Riley had plenty of 
chances and if something was meant to happen for him, it would 
have. He’s probably right. That said, Riley - who cut some fine 
stuff at Sun - never really made another completely great record 
for Phillips. I think he just didn’t trust Sam enough anymore to 
give him his estimable all. Then, after the Sun era, Riley seemed 
to live out a selffulfilling prophecy where his talent earned him 
opportunities that his temperament extinguished. 

You mean selling his interest in Rita Records and the 
Megatons recordings? 

Exactly. As Sun Records was fading from the national scene, he 
and his guitarist Roland Janes and some other partners start Rita 
Record and a guy named Harold Dorman cuts “Mountain of 
Love” which becomes a big national hit (#21 pop; # 7 r&b, 
1960). Well, like Sam Phillips before him, Riley and his 
partners were being squeezed - paying for pressings of product 
with no money immediately forthcoming from distributors. So 
they decided to sell the masters and the whole company to Jud 
Phillips - Sam’s brother - for his Judd label. When I spoke to 
him, Riley bragged about getting cash up-front while his partners 
got left in the cold. Judd went broke soon after. A few years later, 
Johnny Rivers took the song - which seems tailor-made for Riley 
- and scored a major pop hit (#9, 1964). 

What about the Megatons and “Shimmy Shimmy Walk?” 
Another short-sighted deal. Riley rewrote Bo Diddley’s “She’s 
Fine, She’s Mine” and released it with his group the Megatons 
on the Dodge label, a short-lived imprint out of Jerry Lee 
Lewis’s hometown of Ferriday, Louisiana. By the way, 
“Shimmy Shimmy Walk” is one of the rarest Riley releases. I 
haven’t ever seen it rereleased. The disc sold really well in the 
deep South and began climbing the national charts (#88, 1962). 
Hoping to release an album nationally with Chess, Riley caved 
in on a deal and sold all his masters to Leonard Chess, killing a 
potential hit single in the process. Then, Chess wiped Billy Lee 
Riley completely off the masters and had Bo Diddley record over 
most of them. They ended up on his 1963 album Surfin’ with 
Bo Diddley, an album so bad that it has never been rereleased. I 
often wonder what would have happened had Riley allowed an 
actual agent to broker his deals. He might've had that hit. 

Didn’t he come close with Chips Moman? 

That was later, but yeah, his recording of Tony Joe White’s 
“I’ve Got A Thing About You Baby” is one of the best things 








he ever did. Simple & soulful, it basically anticipated that whole 
country soul movement that guys like Joe Stampley, Narvel 
Felts, and T. Graham Brown cashed in on during the 70s & 80s. 
What happened there? 

Well, I’ve never been able to get Chips Moman’s side of things 
- I'd dearly love to interview him - but Riley told me that the 
Entrance label went broke just as his record was picking up 
important airplay.After that, Elvis Presley used Riley’s recording 
as a blueprint for his own ‘74 hit (#39).Some people claim Elvis 
used Riley’s backing tracks, but that’s simple not true.Presley’s 
record was a fuller production & in a different key. Anyway, 
Riley quit the business a short time afterwards, a divorce dispute 
forced him to take on a job as a house-painter & a drywaller. 

So, after that he never had another shot at the big time? 
Incredibly, he did. He recorded an all blues album in the Lazy 
Lester - Slim Harpo style called Hot Damn for Capricorn in ‘97. 
It was a little ponderous for my tastes, but it got nominated for a 
blues Grammy. He didn’t win but Capricorn - a well-respected 
southern rock label - wanted him back for another.Riley told me 
that he was pissed the company didn’t push his album harder or 
supply him with discs to sell on the road faster, so he asked out 
of his contract.I guess he was thinking that his Grammy 
nomination would get him a more lucrative deal somewhere, but 
the record business started to fall apart & he ended up on the 
independent Icehouse label.Weird thing is, his followup blues 
album Shade Tree Blues (‘99) is flat out the best start to finish 
album of his career. Had that been released by Capricom, it 
probably would have earned him that Grammy he was seeking, 
but because he was on Icehouse, his finest later work was ignored 
and Riley really had no one to blame but himself. 

Wasn’t he supposed to do something with Sonny Burgess? 
Oh yeah. That would have been great. For a time Riley and 
Burgess - nicest man in rockabilly - did some shows together 
because Burgess’s band manager was mare aggressive about 
getting gigs. Icehouse wanted them to do a disc together but 
Sonny had some health issues that scuttled it. Just another lost 
opportunity amid a sea of them. I do want to say one thing that 
probably won’t sit well with rockabilly fans though. 

What’s that? 

Riley was as famous as he deserved to be. Even without a hit 
record, he enjoyed a lengthy and occasionally lucrative career. 
During the 60s he was a respected L.A. session musician and a 
star on the Whiskey-A-Go-Go circuit. Once he entered the 
cottage industry that we call the rockabilly world, he remained a 
person of interest right up until the time of his death. He jammed 
with Bob Dylan, John Prine and a whole host of megastars who 
lauded him for those two singles he made for Sun. He recorded 
often and sold a good amount of discs off the stage. 
Unfortunately, what he wanted was mainstream stardom and big 
time bucks, but that just wasn’t going to happen. 

Where does he rank among rockabilly and early rock greats? 
The same place he always was - the king of the B list. Elvis 
Presley, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl Perkins & Charlie Rich, the guys 
he started with, were all better because - in addition to hit 
records - they had a complete conception of their own talents & 
what had to be done to became successful. Riley ranks above the 
likes of Sonny Burgess, Ronnie Dawson, Barbara Pittman, Lew 
Williams, Art Adams, Larry Donn, & others because his career 
had much more stylistic depth. His death hasn’t changed that. 
He often verged on greatness - but he couldn’t follow through. 
Ultimately, that’s what kept him from his professed career goal. 
Usually, after a performer’s death, fans see some new 
reissues. Do you think that will happen for Riley? 

Well, Bear Family is already planning a disc of Sun outtakes 
that have never seen the light of day before. But Riley’s catalog 


is scattered all over the place, so a long overdue comprehensive 
reissue program may be difficult to accomplish. I asked him 
about the late-60s soul recordings he did for his own Mojo label 
- Stax-Volt distributed some of them - and he said he sold the 
masters. So, some his best stuff only exists on rare singles. Plus, 
he had all sorts of tapes lying around his house that require 
outdated machines to play. I also know of some strong tracks 
that Jack Clement produced including a superior version of 
“Walk Talk and Sing” that have never seen released. Riley also 
recorded harmonica instrumental albums for Crown, Mercury, 
and GNP, a cool Whiskey-a-Go-Go live album, and a lot of 
uneven stuff for his own labels like Sun-Up, Southern Rooster, 
and Mojo. A smart company would track this material down and 
put out a series of reissues and send the checks to his widow 
Joyce. That would be on my wish list as a Riley fan. 

What was Riley like to interview? 

It depended on how he felt. Tommie Wix, who used to run his 
fan club, set up my first phone interviews. Sometimes he’d 
sound bright and articulate and other times he’d be so down in 
the dumps that his voice barely rose above a whisper. He was 
that way in e-mails too. One time he’d be excited about some 
career prospect, another time he’d tell me that he was ready to 
“quit this ol’ business cuz I ain’t making no money anyhow.” 
Tommie Wix told me, “Well, that’s Billy. He’ll complain and 
say he’s going to quit but the next night he’s up on stage 
shaking his hips and rocking.” She was right, of course. Even 
during his last years, no matter how bad his back felt, if he could 
walk on stage, he’d give you a show. 

You guys had a falling out? 

Yeah. Like a lot of olde southern guys, he fell for all that Fox 
News propaganda during the last election cycle. Many 
rockabillies are shockingly conservative, so I’m sure no one else 
told Riley that they didn’t want to be bombarded with more e 
mails promoting those types of views. I asked Riley nicely not 
to send any more political material my way. When he started 
doing it again anyway, | took offense. Had I known he was 
seriously ill, I would have just deleted the damned things and 
left the issue alone. 

What’s your favorite memory of Riley? 

During the late 70s my buddy Jim Sullivan and I attended a 
fundraiser at the Western Steakhouse in Memphis. We were just 
traveling through when we read about it. They set up a small 
stage & the likes of Barbara Pittman, Eddie Bond, Marcus Van 
Story & Charlie Feathers were scheduled to perform. Sam 
Phillips’s kid Jerry was the bassist in the house band. That’s 
where I first met Tommie Wix and her husband. Sitting next to 
them was Billy Lee Riley, looking young, handsome and 
completely delighted with all the attention he was justifiably 
being paid. Jerry Phillips called Riley up to the stage and Billy 
Lee just turned that dump on its ear. He sang “Flyin’ Saucers,” 
“Red Hot,” “Trouble Bound,” and got into a blues harmonica 
duel with Marcus Van Story. He went over so big - people were 
standing on their tables shouting for more - that Charlie Feathers 
and Barbara Pittman refused to follow him. They gave little 
speeches about helping Don Ezell in his time of need, but they 
begged off when it came time to sing and both had told me 
personally that they would. No one wanted to follow Billy Lee 
Riley. I left the Steakhouse that night thinking, “Why the hell 
isn’t that guy a star?” 

Burke is author of Country Music Changed My Life, where you can 
find a great story on how Jack Clement and Billy Lee Riley 
discovered each other, and co-author of The Blue Moon Boys - The 
Story of Elvis Presley's Band. Check out his doings at 
myspace.com/driguana, 

Steglio Cortez is a Florida restaurant owner and part-time 
rockabilly musician. 
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Nardwuar: Who are you? 

Pharrell Williams: /laughs] I'm check-check-check. 

You are? 

Pharrell Williams: I'm Pharrell. 

From the? 

P: From the group N.E.R.D. 

N.E.R.D. And Pharrell, who do you have beside you? 

Shay Haley: Shay. 

Hello Shay. 

S: What's going on, Nard? 

Doing good. Welcome to Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada. 

S: Yeah, it feels good to be here. 

P: So it's "Nard Wuar?" 

Nardwuar The Human Serviette. 

P: Serviette, OK, Is "Nard-wuar" one word or two words? 

One word. 

P: Ah, Nardwuar. And what's the origin of this? 

"Nardwuar" is like a dumb, stupid name, like Sting. And "Human" 
is from the band The Cramps, their song "Human Fly." And in the 
United States Of America, you don't have serviettes, you have nap... 
P: Uh... 

Napkins. So I'm Nardwuar The Human Serviette. 

P: Oh, so the human napkin? 

Yes, exactly. 

P: But what does Nardwuar mean, though? 

It's just a dumb, stupid, made-up name, like Sebadoh, Sting, Sinbad. 
You know what I mean? Just a dumb, stupid name. 

P: Yeah, but Sting has real, like, there's a definition for it. Is there a 
definition for it? 

Well, no, there isn't. Although there is a record label that sprung up 
called Jagjaguwar. And I was really kind of jealous of that, thinking 
they're stealing my shtick there, calling the record label that. But 
no, it's just a dumb, stupid name. 

P: Really, so there is no dictionary definition? 

No, I was just talking to myself one day, grovelling, going Nard 
Nard-Nard-Nardwuar! It's kind of nerdy, isn't it? In a way, 
N.E.R.D. Nardwuar! We both share N’s together. Sorry for not 
acknowledging that. 

P: No, no, that's great. I think that's cool. 

And I would like to welcome you, N.E.R.D., to Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada, with a gift. And we have right here, this is a 
book, Skateboarding Vancouver, for you, Pharrell and Shay. And 
this celebrates skateboarding in Vancouver, and the history of 
skateboarding as well. 








P: Wow, the shape of the board right there is like when I was skating, 
when I was a kid. 

S: Hey Nard, I think you should be in the next N.E.R.D. video. 

P: Absolutely. flaughs] 

I'm there. You know, actually, I make a weird appearance, although 
it's not me, in the video that Snoop Dogg did with Korn, you know 
the "Twisted Transistor" video. If you watch the video closely, 
Snoop Dogg is getting interviewed by a guy in a tartan hat, and he 
gets slapped. 

P: That's the name of that hat! 

Yeah, tartan hat. Yes. 

P: A tartan. Spell it for me. 

T-A-R-...you're the artist, you spell it! 

P: No, no, no, I want to know. I'm interested. I lke the hat, 
T-A-R-T-A-N? Is that right, Shay? 

S: L have no idea. [laughs] 

Anyway, in that video... 

P: It's English in nature though, right? 

Actually, from Scotland. 

P: Oh. 

It is quite an amazing hat. Something maybe Billionaire Boys Club 
should actually examine. Because, check this out, this /Nardwuar 
takes the pom-pom off his hat] comes off here and you can put it on 
here /Nardwuar attaches the pom-pom to the beak of his hat], so you 
can do this, if you want. And actually, I did see one of the Sex And 
The City characters wearing this years ago, so I may have actually 
influenced them as well. But I would like to welcome you guys to 
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, with the book on 
skateboarding British Columbia. And back, yes, to the Korn video. 
In that Korn video for "Twisted Transistor" you see Snoop Dogg 
slap the reporter, and it's a guy wearing a tartan hat. And I later 
asked Snoop Dogg, and he said the character was inspired by me. 

P: Wow. 

S: Wow. 

So I should have been in that video. So I'll gladly jump aboard a 
Nerd video, a N.E.R.D. video, any day. 

P: OK. 

Looking back at things, perhaps that you were influenced by, or 
that laid the foundation for N.E.R.D., Pharrell. What can you tell 
me about the importance of Carl Sagan and The Music Of The 
Cosmos? [Nardwuar pulls out a Carl Sagan LP] 

P: I cannot believe you have this in album form. 

This is Carl Sagan doing the throw-down. 

P: How did you... How? 

Well, of course I bought it when it came out. There it is. A gatefold 
as well. What can you tell the people about Carl Sagan, Pharrell? 

P: I'm blown away. I can't believe you have this on wax. I'm blown 
away. This is incredible. 

Well, I'm so glad that you're into it, because I am, too. It's an 
amazing record, isn't it? There's Carl Sagan, kicking it down. 
You've not seen this before on a wax? 

P: Absolutely not. 

Wow. What about you Shay? 

S: Never. First time. 

And there it is. So how does it play into the N.E.R.D. formula, or the 
Pharrell formula? 

P: God... I don't know, man. I can only aspire to be, you know, someone 
that people learn as much as they've learned from Carl Sagan. Carl 
Sagan is... he is to me what A Tribe Called Quest was to us for music. 
He was just food for the mind. The way he thought and the way he 
articulated. And he had a special talent for teaching the layman. And 
that's hard to do when you're talking about science, which has a 
tendency to be technical, mostly all the time. He just has a way of 
teaching and articulating to the layman, like myself. 'Cause you know, in 
school I really didn't care about science. It was so boring. But to watch 
this, I have the DVD set. 

Now the vinyl is here with Carl Sagan throwing down the raps. It's 
mostly electronic-type stuff. 





ne 











P: Oh man, it's amazing. I mean, you gotta understand, this was the guy, 
when NASA wanted to send out something, a capsule, they asked him to 
put it together. So he had this diagram on it, that was anodized in gold 
that had, like, you know, man woman and child, earth sun and moon, 
and you know... 

And some recordings, too, I think. 

P: Yeah, recordings. You know what they put on there? They contacted 
Quincy Jones, and they put "Fly Me To The Moon," produced by 
Quincy and sung by Frank Sinatra. And also, he said that no matter 
where you were in the universe, the physics would still be the sare. In 
terms of primary numbers, it would still be the same. He is incredible. 
The whole thing is based on, like, primary numbers. Sick, sick, sick, 
sick. He is a genius guy, man, genius guy. 

One genius guy is missing though, you're into the Carl Sagan, what 
does this particular person right here, Mister Mork, represent, 
Shay, to the member that's not here? /Nardwuar pulls out a Mork 
Doll] 

S: [laughs] Chad [Hugo] would die right now. 

P: He would. 

Why would Chad die over this particular thing right here? Coull 
you explain, Pharrell? 

P: Well, Mork from Ork, we grew up to that. We grew up with that. You 
know, Mork & Mindy. That was a huge... that's na-nu, na-nu. 

So na-nu, na-nu plus Carl Sagan equals... 

P: N.E.R.D. Honestly. What can you say? What can you say? 

You guys played Virginia recently, and when you played Virginia, 
N.E.R.D., you did a shout-out to the Military Circle Mall. 

S: [laughs] Yeah, we did! Yeah! 

P: How'd you catch that? 

What do you know about the Military Circle Mall? What can you 
tell the people about the Military Circle Mall, NERD? 

P: Well, that's a mall back home, where we're from. Where, like, it's a 
little bit more urbanized. And like, you know — it's where all the cute 
black girls go. 

That's where everything was laid down, in Virginia And I wanted 
to ask you particularly, Pharrell, about this joint right here. Is this 
where it all started, right here, with the "Rump Shaker"? 
[Nardwuar pulls out Wreckx-n-Effect’s 12inch LP “Rump Shaker” ] 
P+S: [long pause then laughter] 

Pharrell, is this where it started? Pharrell Williams. The "Rump 
Shaker"? 

P: Yeah. This is one of the most impressive interviews I've ever 
experienced in my life. Seriously. 

Nardwuar: Well, thank you so much! It's great to be able to talk to 
you guys. 

P: This is insane, man. Do you see this? Who comes to an interview, and 
hands you, you know, Skateboarding Vancouver style, a Mork From 
Ork, Mork & Mindy doll, Music Of The Cosmos, and a "Rump Shaker" 
record? 

Me, Nardwuar The Human Serviette interviewing NER... 

P; D, Stands for "Damn." 

What can you tell people about the "Rump Shakin’ "? There's your 
name in tiny little print. Do you remember Pharrell, from back then 
there, Shay? 

S: Of course I do. Yeah. He was a funny guy. 

What do you remember about this particular joint, "Rump 
Shaker," Pharrell? 

P: Umm [Silence] 

You got your name in print. That's cool, from 1992. 

P: I'm bugging out. /Laughs] | can't believe he has this. [laughs] 1 just 
remember being the kid in high school, and definitely unfocussed, so I 
had, like, another year to go. And when this record came out, it was, 
like, you know, it was an amazing feeling. You know, I was from 
Virginia Beach, Virginia, where there wasn't really a music industry at 
all.. 

S: I was still in high school. I remember that. 

And it was this gentleman Teddy Riley that helped you out, wasn't 
it? (Nardwuar pulls out a Teddy Riley 12inch] 

P: Yeah, it was Teddy. 


S: [laughs] 

Nardwuar: This is from the Do The Right Thing soundtrack, as well. 
P: Right. Wow. 

So could you have gotten on the Do The Right Thing soundtrack? 
That was a few years earlier, wasn't it? 

P: Yeah, this is before my time. Wow. 

All out of Virginia, Shay. You guys really rep the Virginia, don't 
you? 

S: We try to. 

And that's what I was curious about. Looking at N.E.R.D., and 
thinking about you guys, your latest record is calledSeeing Sounds. 
P: Yes sir. 

Now seeing sounds, is that an illusion, perhaps? Because on the 
cover of Seeing Sounds is it a giant gorilla, a giant ape? 

P: Yeah, it's a giant gorilla. 

Was there not a theme park, The Ocean Breeze Fun Park in 
Virginia, that had a giant gorilla? 

P: Shay... 

S:You're insane. 

P: [laughs] 

S: You're absolutely right. 

And it got burnt down because somebody, like, shot an arrow into 
it? 

S: Nah, it's still there. 

I thought it got burnt down and then they rebuilt it. 

S: Oh yeah, you're absolutely right! They did. They sure did. 

P: Ho-ly shit. 

S: [laughs] 

So how does that all play into Seeing Sounds? Is that the 
connection? Is it from the gorilla from the Ocean Breeze Fun Park? 
P: Ummmmmmmmm. Maybe subconsciously? 

Shay, were you thinking of that at all? 

S: No. Have you ever been to Virginia? 

No, I've never explored the fine shores of Virginia. 

P: So how did you find that? 

I'm friends with the rock 'n' roll band Gwar. No, I'm not. Actually, 
no, I was just taking a wild guess at it. Because the Ocean Breeze 
Fun Park had a giant gorilla, and I saw the cover of your record 
having a gorilla, so I thought I'd put it together. 

P: Wow. 

S: No. 

P: That's crazy. That's crazy. You know what, let me... Can I ask you 
questions? 

Go ahead, Pharrell. 

P: Have you seen that documentary called Zeitgeist? [online film about 
social and religious mythology, infamous for it's section on the US. 
government's role in the 9/11 attacks] 

Yes, I have. 

P: What do you think about it? 

It’s hard to get to the bottom of that thing because there are so 
many YouTube chapters to go through. But I'm really open to 
learning new things. 

P: We have the full movie. You have to see it. It's pretty interesting. 
Well maybe when I'm, like, waiting in the trailer to film the new 
N.E.R.D. video you can have that playing there for me. That will be 
my payment, right? 

P: First of all, the answer is yes. He's gotta be there, Shay. 

S: Yeah. 

P: He's gotta be there. We'll arrange it. For sure. You have to at least 
open the video, or something. 

I'd be honored to do that. 

P: He'd be perfect. You know what I'm talking about, right? 

S: Yup. 

What were you thinking for the video? Can you disclose? What am 
I getting myself into when I get into a N.E.R.D. video? 

P: It's pretty cool. We're gonna do it, though. It's pretty cool. We're 
going to get your information and we're gonna do it. 

What am I going to be wearing? Can I be me? 

P: Absolutely. 





I don't have to play anybody else? 

P: No. We wouldn't want you to, by the way. What you do is perfect, 
man. /laughs] 

N.E.R.D. Mount Trashmore. The Mount Trashmore skate park. 
You hang out there quite a bit, don't you? 

P: Well, my younger brother did. When I went, there was this asphalt 
little thing called The Snake. And it was like a bowl, but it was like in a 
snake form. And I used to bust my ass there. I was kind of like, one of 
the little posers hanging out watching the guys that really could skate. I 
was OK. I was like, you know, an ollier, and you know, axel-grinder, 
and you know, couple of sadplants and you know, couple of launches 
off the quarter pipe. And when I was a kid, we hit quarter pipes and stuff 
like that. So I wasn't really... I'll never forget... By the way, I just met 
[pro skater Christian] Hosoi again. 

Profiled in the book Skateboarding Vancouver. 

P: OK, well, he came backstage to our show when we were in LA. The 
first show. My brother Cato brought him back. But I'll never forget, he 
did a Christ air in Virginia. He came to the skate pak when I was a kid. 
That's the Mount Trashmore skate park. That's a neat name, isn't 
it, Shay? 

S: Absolutely. 

Was there a rumor once that Mount Trashmore was going to blow 
up and people got scared? 

S: No. Not that I... 

P: Yeah, there was a rumor. Yo, this is really scary. Yeah, people 
thought that, like, the gasses from all the trash was somehow going to 
explode. 

Like, a DJ started some rumor on the radio, like a War Of The 
Worlds thing. 

P: Your research is second to none. Second to none. And I can only 
imagine that you probably do the same kind of research with every band 
that you interview. So that's... It's pretty impressive, man. 

Well, thank you, I really appreciate that, N.E.R.D., Pharrell and 
Shay. That's very nice of you to say that. And I will launch right 
into The Chuck Norris Karate Studio. 

P: Now you're playing dirty. /laughs] Now you're playing dirty. Now 
you're playing dirty! Why would you do that?! 

Well, I guess I was curious. The Chuck Norris Karate Studio. Is 
Chuck Norris actually at that karate studio? Because I noticed there 
is a Chuck Norris Karate Studio in Virginia, but he's not there is 
he? 

P: No, he's not. He came one time though, when I was a kid. 

And it caused some problems. How is that playing dirty, Shay? 

S: I don't know. How is that playing dirty, Pharrell? /laughs] 

P: Because it's embarrassing //aughs] That's why! 

You guys are called N.E.R.D. 

P: Yes, sir. 

Also in Virginia, and you're from Virginia, there's A.R.E. Edgar 
Cayce. 

P: Wow. OK. OK. 

Which stands for the Association For Research And Enlightenment. 
P: Yeah, I go there all the time. 

That's sort of interesting. What do you think about A.R.E.? What 
can you tell the people about Edgar Cayce? 

P: He was a renowned sleeping psychic. He was interesting — the way 
he came across, encountered his information. But there's a lot of holistic 
education you can get there. It's pretty interesting. 

Did you ever hang out at Aladdin's Castle video arcade at all? 

S: Yeah. 

P: [laughs] 

Was that a good chain? 

P: It was cool. After you go to Japan nothing matters anymore, though. 
Japan is like, that's like video game capital to me. 

N.E.R.D., Pharrell, you designed a chair. An amazing looking chair. 
Is the N.E.R.D. phone next? 

P: [laughs] Um, not a N.E.R.D. phone. But I gotta say, it's pretty scary. 
You're either psychic or like... I don't know. Like, you have some kind 
of remote viewing talent or something. Seriously, it's amazing. 

Well, thank you! Remote viewing! 


P: Yeah. I'ma fan. 

Well, thanks so much N.E.R.D. Keep on rockin’ in the free world 
and doot doola doot doo... 

P: Doo doo. 

Unfortnately the video shoot didn't happen (it was for the video "spaz" ) 
but they did hook me up with Jay Z..... 


Nardwuar The Human Serviette 


vs. Jay-Z 
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After the N*E*R*D* interview I asked Pharrell if he could hook me up 
with Jay-Z, because Jay-Z and N*E*R*D were going to be playing the 
upcoming Pemberton Music Festival in Pemberton, British Columbia, 
Canada. Pharrell agreed, but in the months following I didn't get any 
indictation that the interview with Jay Z would ever happen. In other 
words, I had totally lost hope. That was until the morning of the day of 
gig, when I got an email that Pharrell would hook me up. Suddenly 
scrambling into action, I then got in my car and drove 6 hrs to the 
Pemberton Festival. (The drive usually takes 2 hours, however heavy 
traffic really slowed things down! ) Upon arrival, Sean Lala from 
Spectrum Events guided me backstage to look for Pharrell. N*E*R*D 
had played earlier and Pharrell was nowhere to be found. Luckily, Shay 
from N*E*R*D was kind enough to call Pharrell up on his iPhone, 
Pharrell then emailed Jay-Z, called Jay-Z and sent Jay-Z a text message 
and Jay-Z agreed to do an interview with me. The first thing Jay-Z said 
to me was that Pharrell had been calling him all day, asking him to do 
an interview with me. Amazing... 
Jay-Z: Yeah, Pharrell says you come highly recommended. 
Nardwuar: Well, it's an honor to speak to you. 
Jay-Z: He called me a hundred times. 
Well, sorry about that. 
I never understood. I really didn’t understand it at first. It was like, 
you're calling me to do an interview? What the fuck does that mean? 
[laughs] What does that mean? He just said that your knowledge is 
extensive and he knows that I appreciate people that, no matter what you 
do, whether you paint art, or you make records, or you do interviews, or 
you're a writer, if you're truly good at your craft, he knows I'm excited 
by that type of shit. He wanted me to meet you, so here we are. So don't 
disappoint him. 
Who are you? 
Who am I? I'm a young man from the Marcy Projects who really made 
that thing that they say "The American Dream" come true. Because I'm 
not supposed to be here speaking to you. You know, there's a lot of 
people who come from where I come from, there are a lot of skilled 
people who were I come from, who are not here right now. 
You are Jay-Z. 








Oh, I thought you meant, like “Who am I?” . I thought it was a deeper 
question, My name is Jay-Z, yes. [laughs] 

Jay-Z, welcome to the Pemberton Festival. 

Thank you, 

Right off the bat, going back to the early days of Jay-Z, what can 
you tell us about Jaz, and the early appearance of a young Jay-Z 
right there. /Nardwuar pulls out a Jaz Record “Word to the Jaz” ] 

To be very honest with you, if you look, this is not your typical rapper 
right here. This is not even my album. this is actually Jaz's album. 
[Pointing to the jewelry he and Jaz are wearing] But if you look on the 
back of this thing, the cable rope and the four finger ring, that cable was 
mine. That cobra was a friend of mine, that was mine, tha was mine. 
This anchor was mine. All that was my jewelry because I was a street 
guy. So you never come into a game and already have all this type of 
things. So I was an artist who come highly recommended from the 
street, a real guy from the street. 

Is that your stuff on the front of LP, too Jay, with the panther? 
That's amazing. 

No, that's Jaz. That's not mine. But that piece, If you look at it, that piece 
that is on me, if you look at it, is the piece that is on him in the front of 
the LP. 

Was that your first appearance on wax, Jay-Z? 

Jay-Z: No, actually my first appearance on wax was a song called "H.P. 
Gets Busy" by High Potent MCs. It was, like, me Jaz and two other guys 
from Marcy Projects. 

Jay-Z, I have a gift for you. /Nardwuar hands Jay-Z a cool hand 
drawn poster called “The History of Rap” ] This poster right here, 
done by Kagan McLeod, a Canadian, featuring... 

I've never seen this shit in my life. What is this? 

And you are represented on here. Can you find yourself, Jay-Z? 
Right there, right there. Yeah, I know who I am. Right next to Akinyele 
and Xzibit. 

What do you think of this poster that's repping all the favorites hip 
hoppers of Kagan McLeod? This is a Canadian gift for you. 

Can I have it? 

Yeah, this is for you. 

Oh, fuck. 

And look at it on the back. It gives a little description of everybody. 
What do you think of the people you've been grouped with here? 
Oh, anybody I've been grouped with... excuse me /Jay takes the cigar he 
has been smoking out of his mouth] \'m a supporter of hip-hop, so, you 
know, I support all these people. That's great. Thank you. 1 appreciate it. 
Jay-Z, when I interviewed ?uestlove of The Roots, he told me that 
for you to memorize something, you had to do it 18 times? 

Well, yeah. Maybe, yeah. Repetition. You know, repetition, Basketball 
players, that's why they practice every day. They've been playing their 
whole life but they practice every day because of repetition. 

[Excerpt from Nardwuar’s Interview with ?uestlove - ?uestlove: The 
coolest thing about Jay-Z is that a) he's not lazy... hey, that rhymes, 
that's crazy...ba-boomp-pa -- no, he's not lazy. And I told him, 'If you 
want to know all these songs, studies say that if you repeat anything 18 
times in a row it will instantly get committed to memory." So at first he 
was like, "Aw man, I'll just do it like six times or whatever.” No. But 
then he would forget and I said, “Look dude, if you do it 18 times ina 
row and we'll be straight." So we did a little schedule for like nine days 
before, four songs a day, you know, three hour rehearsal, take a break, 
three hour rehearsal, take a break, and that's how he committed it to 
memory.] 

Is that the magic number? Eighteen? 

Well, yeah, I don't know if 18's the number. But you know [laughs]. 
How about 99? Is that the magic number, Jay-Z? 

Well, 99 problems you know, that's pretty much. 

And that’s what I was wondering Jay-Z, did that song originally 
come from Brother Marquis or Ice-T, Jay-Z? 

Yeah, actually, was it Marquis or Ice-T? I thought it was Ice-T. Yeah. 

So Ice-T and Brother Marquis helped with the "99 Problems"? 
Well, they invented it, you know. I just followed tradition. 

[Excerpt from Nardwuar’s Interview with Ice T - Nardwuar: Ice-T, 
one other thing I was wondering about was "99 Problems." What's the 


history of that song? It's your song. Jay-Z took it, and now apparently 
there's some links to 2 Live Crew? Ice T: What happened was, the true 
story is Brother Marquis made that comment one time, I was with him. 
And he was like you know "I got 99 problems and a bitch ain't one."So 1 
thought we can make a record off of that, so we call Marquis up and 
flew him out to L.A. Me and him did the record together, paid him and 
everything was cool and that was that. Years later, JayZ hears the 
record from Rick Rubin and decides he wants to remake it, remakes the 
hook and does it. Then, Marquis comes back and hears JayZ did it and 
decides he wants more money, but all the money was already paid out. 1 
didn't get any money from it because I had a publishing deal at the time. 
So he decides he wants to sue me and all kinds of nasty stuff which 
friends shouldn't do to each other, but that's the true story. Nothing's 
happened since then. You know, it's kinda water under the bridge, you 
know, but the first "99 Problems" was done by myself and Broher 
Marquis from 2 Live Crew.] 

Lastly here, Jay-Z, here we are at the Pemberton Festival. At the 
Glastonbury Festival you covered some Oasis? 

Yeah. 

Are you going to cover any Canadian classics? Are you down with 
the Canadian classics? 

Well, you know, I didn't really have any problems with the Canadians. 
The Glastonbury thing, it was this great thing because... it wasn't really a 
backlash, it was just a couple people stating their opinion of who they 
thought should play Glastonbury and Noel (Gallagher) was actually 
vocal about it. So it just happened. 

Do you have any Canadian classics, like Maestro Fresh Wes, 
Kardinal? Any covers you can do? Any Canadian songs? 

No, I'm just going to do my set, go out and have fun. 

Well, thanks for the time, Jay-Z. Anything else you want to add to 
the people out there at all? 

You know, we appreciate being here, you know, and we love the 
opportunity. And if you guys could help out — like the whole Canadian 
culture — tell the guys at customs to ease up a little bit. Seriously. 

Well, thanks so much, Jay-Z. Keep on rockin’ in the free world and 
doot doola doot doo... 

Yeah 

Almost, Jay-Z. 

[laughs] 

Doot doola doot doo... 

Yeah, yeah. 












































(Thanks to Sean Lala from Spectrum Events , Mitch Clem for the JayZ 
drawing , David Kines for some Jay-Z pics, and of course, Pharrell 
Williams, for making this whole Jay-Z interview possible! ) 


To see and hear these interview visitwww.nardwuar.com 
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Few artists deserve space in these pages like Jerry Mundo. In the early 
60s the Chicago soul man fronted a garage band that released a monkey 
rock record, in the late 60s he put his mark on Chicago R&B as a 
session player, writer, and right hand man working at a prolific South 
Side studio. In the 70s he toured the south as a one man band, in the 
eighties he brought his resonant voice to he lounges of Vegas, catching 
the tail end of the fabled lounge circuit before corporate casino 
ownership changed the culture, and today he’s an obsessive self- 
recording artist, spending years crafting his bluesy self-releases 

Mundo grew up in the 40s and SOs on Chicago’s near North Side, 
singing along to Elvis records on the radio. After a rough stretch of high 
school, his destiny was mapped out when he met a guitar player 
shooting pool in a bowling alley. In 1963 they formed Jerry Mundo and 
the Galaxies, an interracial R&B/rock n roll garage band. They recorded 
their lone single, “The Chimp” (released on Tower) with legendary 
Chicago engineer Ed Cody, and the record got a few spins around 
Chicago, The girls who followed the band even invented a chimp dance, 
combining the Gorilla, the Uncle Willy, and some fancy handkerchief 
shaking. Because they had black members in the band they got to play at 
the fabled Budland club on South Cottage Grove (where the original 
Soul Train dancers came from), and played sets for black deejays like 
Herb Kent and Big Bill Hill. They even recorded an episode of Jim 
Lousbury’s Danceville USA TV show. Though most dance shows only 
had studio tapings, this one occasionally shot remotes to be edited later, 
and because it was not a live broadcast, Mundo was able to gather 
around the TV with his family and watch his set shot at the Edgewater 
Beach Hotel . 

The Galaxies at one point auditioned for Sunny Sawyer, a relocated 
Southerner, skilled not only as a recording engineer (he worked the 
boards at Universal, Chicago’s top studio) but also as a hustler, getting 



































Senay ae 
spins for the rock, R & B and blues records he released on his own 
labels, Palos, New Breed, and Betty, Though unimpressed with the 
band, Sawyer liked Mundo. The young man was brought aboard when 
Sawyer partnered with engineer Vaughn Morrison (whose studio skills 
have been described as genius level by both Mundo and Cody) to start 
his own recording studio on 69" and Damen, next to record pressing 
plant Sawyer had operated for a few years. The plant allowed Sawyer to 
offer local gospel artists vanity recording packages, where he would 
bundle a session with 500 45s at a bargain price, and Mundo ended up 
playing piano and countless obscure gospel recordings. He also recorded 
and wrote for himself and others, and helped on sessions by a number of 
artists renting the studio (though he was gigging and missed the studios 
biggest guest, the Jackson Five, recording their first record) and by 
Sunny’s own roster (which included Mighty Joe Young, Fenton 
Robinson, and Josephine Taylor). 
While at Sawyer’s he recorded his two biggest hits. For himself he cut a 
gender-bent cover of fellow Chicago-native Timi Yuro’s “What’s A 
Matter Baby” (recorded as a solo, under his own name) which got two 
solid weeks of play on local powerhouse W More impressive was a 
genuine local hit by Taylor, “Depend on Me,” which Mundo wrote and 
co-produced. It got solid play on WVON and sold 40,000 copies. 
Because Sawyer was so generous with steady work and sessions, 
arrangements were made for most of Mundo’s royalties to funnel back 
into the studio, and Mundo remained with Sawyer until the studio closed 
in 1969, their lease terminated because the predominantly white 
neighborhood was uncomfortable with the steady stream of black 
bluesmen coming into record midnight to 6am sessions. 
Always steadily gigging, Mundo picked up the pace around this time. 
Having been frustrated by so many bandmates being lost to Viet Nam 
(either being drafted, or committing to college to avoid combat) he 
taught himself guitar and began leading a stream of bands with names 
like the Four Chains, Mondo and Rock Candy, playing gigs at places 
like the Setback Inn on Roosevelt Road and Harlem, the Treehouse on 
Cermak Road, and Mothers on Division. One windfall came in 1970 
when the English band Mungo Jerry had a huge hit. “We got some work 
off of that. I never said I was Mungo Jerry, but they booked us and we 
did do “In the Summertime.” 
A gig at a ski resort near Kerry, Illinois led to Mundo twisting his back 
in a man-made snow slope accident, which combined with the lack of 
dependable bandmates, and the tough weather (the day he left the wind 
chill was 52 below zero) helped jerry decide in 1972 to move to the 
South, where he landed a regular gig on an Air Force base. He had 
developed a one man band act, sitting on a stool, doing Jose Feliciano 
and Bill Withers-style performances. He eventually supplemented his 
guitar with drum machines and pedals to simulate bass. At the 
suggestion of a flyboy on the base he relocated to Las Vegas in ‘75 and 
for the next decade he played the lounge circuit, both with his solo act, 
and with a country rock band. 

As corporate casino ownership started to kill the lounge 
culture in the mid-80s, Jerry looked to his past to determine his future. 


















Sinatra, Elvis, Santana, Dylan, Alabama, Lou Rawls, B.B King, Van 
Morrison, Joe Cocker, and others. But his dream is that people will one 
day recognize his songwriting skills so he can spend his golden years 
proudly performing his originals. He urges everyone to visit 
www.mecmusic.com/mundobio.htm and check out his full length 
releases, sure that when they hear his music they'll be hooked. “A 
pictures worth a thousand words,” Mundo declares, “a CD's worth a 
million!” 





In the 50s Mundo’s dad owned in a small Chicago restaurant, across 
from Rock-o-la’s jukebox factory. Recalling his childhood days helping 
out, Jerry put down his guitar and became a Vegas cook, spending 
almost twenty years working in kitchens. By the late 90s he got the itch 
again, and began methodically recording new material, renting time 
whenever he could at a local Home-based Pro tools studio. Over the last 
decade he’s recorded three full length CDs. The mostly bluesy material 
demonstrates that Jerry, at his best, can capture the 60s/70s vibe of acts 
like Roy Head and Wayne Cochran 

If anything has a chance to become a cult hit it’s “Lesbo City” from his 
first CD, “Hard Money.” As he sings, “Let’s go down to Lesbo 
City/Where the girls all feel so pretty 
tune nor engaging in homophobia, or girl-on-girl fetishism. Rather he’s 
offering an unjudgmental semi-clueless shrug, explaining how some 
girlfriends leave you to go there, where they seem happy, empow ered, 
and don’t need boys (but sometimes use toys). The straighforwardness 
of the song and lack of lechery or jokiness in his voice is pretty 
remarkable. All his CDs (including the new “Social Jive”) have a Song- 
Poem feel to them, in part because his voice sounds like a professional 
session singer, but his solid guitar playing and earnestness elevate them 
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Today, when not recording, Mundo’s one man band takes off-the-radar 
gigs necessitated by the nature of today’s lounge act unfriendly Vegas. 
“They stuck slot machines in all the little places bands used to play,” he 
laments. “And karaoke came along, and then they had DJs spinning 
records; the competition got real bad for a poor guy out there trying to 
kick out the jams.” Today he does a solo act to mini disc that he plays 
for retirement age community clubhouses, private pool and cocktail 
parties, and ATV conventions in the desert. His act has him channeling 











A TEENAGE IDOL. 
THEY SAY THEY ENVY ME. 
| GUESS THEY GoT NO WAY 
OF KNOWING HOW LONESOME 
i GAN BE... % 


People love the Cramps powerfully and intensely, yet Lux Interior is 
profoundly underrated. On the one level, any artist with a hint of novelty, 
from Rufus Thomas to Ross Bagdasarian will be dismissed by those that think 
important and serious are synonyms. But more importantly, Lux is primarily 
(and justifiably) revered for his devastating live shows and primal music. This 
ignores what made Lux Interior a game changer, the qualities that made him 
one of the key figures in the last half century of underground music. What the 
Cramps did when they became the psychobilly mascots of the 70s punk scene 
was introduce a new way of looking at the music of the past that ignored 
genres, regions, race, and time. They were fans and students of crazed rock ‘n’ 
roll in all its forms as much as they were practitioners and they could, and did, 
make lecherous, ominous punk rock out of wholesome teen idols (Ricky 
Nelson), obscure one man bands (Hasil Adkins), 50s rockabillies (Charlie 
Feathers), 60s garage bands, known and unknown (Trashmen, Green Fuzz) 
bluesmen (Slim Harpo), R&B sleazemeisters (Andre Williams), and 
psychadelic visionaries (Red Crayola). Of course, you are probably saying 
those are the most obvious names, but you can thank Lux and Ivy for that, it 
sure wasn’t easy to find these records in 1975. Zines like this one (and 
Superior ones), brilliant reissue labels like Norton (co-founded by Cramps 
drummer Merriam Linna), and festivals like Ponderosa Stomp and Cavestomp 
would not exist without the Cramps groundwork. The eclecticism that informs 
a great deal of contemporary musical tastes is in part a result of the way they 
mined the past. Unlike pompadored retro rockabilly revivalists, the Cramps 
proved that crazed music from any era was timeless and perpetually 
contemporary. And more important to my species, they made record 
collecting, rock ‘n’ roll archeology, and shameless fandom cool. Sure one 
could tune in to Dr. Demento and get a feeling for collecting 78s, wax 
cylinders and unissued acetates, but who wanted to be Dr. Demnto? Lux made 
record collecting seem virile and dangerous! Of course, he also was one of the 
best live performers ever, turning mic stands into modem art and amps and 
opera boxes into jungle gyms and monkey bars. And his voice conveyed 
creepy rock n roll witchcraft as good as anyone's. Plus, their early originals 
(“Human FI V Set,” “Garbageman”) were as good as anything they 
covered. We will miss Lux, but what he made us we will always be, so he will 
never leave us (photo and drawing: Lux on Chic-A-Go-Go) 
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We are honored that Kid Congo Powers has agreed to share his 
vibrant and uplifting recollections of Lux: 
Kid Congo: It didn’t take more than one look at a photograph 
of Lux Interior in 1976 to realize he was a special creature. It 
didn’t take more than one song from The Cramps to realize 
Lux burned with an uncontainable fire within. He was sexy, 
funny, & dangerous, all at the same time. The Rockabilly 
howler, The Psychedelic seer, The latex & high heels pervert, 
the Late Night Horror Host, Thee Most Exalted Potentate of 
Love. He was all that and more. His findings have influenced 
hundreds of thousands, if not millions. Certainly, it has been 
stamped on me as a fan and as the Guitarist for The Cramps 
from my ages of 21 to 23, and continues in my work, today. 
The last time I saw Lux was in 2006 at one of their last shows 
in NYC. It was the best show I had been to in years. The band 
was cooking and Lux was brilliantly deranged and hilarious. 
During the always-chaotic rendition of "Surfin' Bird .” Lux 
climbed on to the stacked drum monitors, peeking out of a slit 
in the long black velvet curtains so that all you saw was his 
bleached blonde head, glowing brilliant and grotesque. | saw 
the always-cool Poison Ivy look up and start laughing with 
appreciation and love. At that moment, I was incredibly 
touched and so thankful for the Cramps...Backstage, Lux kept 
hugging and kissing me. I was so happy to see them again. A 
few months later, my band, The Pink Monkey Birds, played in 
Los Angeles, and Lux and Ivy attended and praised the show. 
Lux was a bit tipsy and very kissy again and full of love. I 
remember Lux as glowing. He commented to me that some of 
my stage patter could have come from his mouth. I didn’t 
hesitate to blurt out, "I have learned from the best." Lux 
laughed and gave me another big hug. That was the last time I 
saw him. I am honored to have known the amazing and 
magical Lux Interior. We miss him already. 





| 





Lux interior 


“A DATE WITH ELVIS” 


By Gentleman John Battles 
This is the one. The one that truly broke my heart. I didn’t want 
to believe it was true. I know that none of us wanted to, when 
information of Lux Interior's death slowly trickled down the 
grapevine. I was pretty certain that it would turn out to be 
another hoax, like the one that had him dead from a Heroin 
overdose in 1987. I don't know about the rest of you, but I simply 
laughed that one off. Lux wasn’t using. Strangely enough, it was 
Joey Ramone who would publicly apologize for starting the 
rumor. He had blurted it from the stage at the end of a Ramones 
gig as some sort of a drunken joke...The Cramps and The 
Ramones remained friendly from the early days at CBGB (when 
the former frequently opened for the latter. In fact, The Ramones 
got The Cramps some of their first gigs at CB's). An almost 
unrecognizable Lux Interior later made his acting debut as a 
Scientist in The Ramones' " Substitute" video, and even sang a 
number on Dee Dee Ramone's solo album, "Zonked!” Obviously, 
Joey's Rock'n'Roll equivalent to President Reagan's famous "We 
are outlawing Russia. Bombing begins in five minutes" blunder 
was not done in malice. Even so, in those pre-internet days, when 
there weren’t even that many zines covering this stuff, the rumor 
spread all over the U.S. and Europe. It took a LONG time to 
undo the damage, and, unfortunately, the Cramps’ well-below the 
curb profile (Lux and Ivy had been laying low, trying to find a 
suitable fourth band member, and they were not having a whole 
lot of luck. Lady Luck smiled on them -- and how! -- in the 
gorgeous form of Ms. Candy Del Mar, their first official bass 
player, and a sweetheart of a gal, besides) did not aid them in 
chopping down the rumor mill, though, eventually, a return to 
live work would set the record straight. Lux Interior was Alive 
and Sick and Living in Glendale. This time around, I figured 
some TRULY sick individual was taking advantage of the 
Internet's capacity to reach more people in a short time. I 
apologize for even thinking that way. Someone who liked to see 
grown men cry, not to mention, all the honorary "Brides of Lux" 
going into extended mourning, seemed to be getting their kicks, 
making us all believe something that hopefully, possibly, wasn’t 
so. Shame on me for questioning a most reliable source. I jumped 
to conclusions, wanting to believe the worst wasn’t true. It was 
no joke. It hit everybody hard when the band's management, and 
the beloved, bereaved, Poison Ivy, announced that Lux had gone 
out, courageously, fighting an ongoing heart condition that left 
him secretly fighting for his life for several days (Lux spent 
precisely five days on the operating table, the Cramps' website 
reported. Cause of death was reported as Aortic Dissection). It is 
we who have lost, now, but, do we ever lose, having known 
someone who brought so much light, so much unbridled passion, 
and so much fervor, and uncontained hilarity, to a medium 
dismissed as dead many years ago, many times over? There are 
many who will tell you The Cramps were the only true 
Rock'n'Roll band left. Lux once said that if Rock'n'Roll was 
dead, The Cramps weren’t out to prove them wrong, but, that it's 
alive when they're playing onstage. Their unlikely (to squares) 
amalgamation of Rockabilly, Garage, Surf, Blues, Psych, and 
other stuff that probably only made it to our subconscious minds 


(make no mistake , that was part of the plan) justified Lux's claim 
that, "There is no band in this world exactly like The Cramps!” 
The Cramps came by their unique sonic patois by being what 
they were. They couldn't help but be what they were (an ex- 
girlfriend told me she saw the band pile into a taxi in New York, 
and the driver jumped out and ran away, just like a similar gag on 
"The Munsters"), and they would never settle for less than what 
they were. What they were, first and foremost, were fans, like 
you and I. When I had the pleasure of meeting Lux and Ivy for 
the first time, this is how they presented themselves. No "Been 
there, done that, bought a dozen of 'em at a thrift store in 
Arkansas" nonsense. They couldn’t have been further than that. 
Lux was particularly keen to know about the very Cramps-like 
45 by Ann-Margaret, "It's a Nice World To Visit (But Not to 
Live in."), that I'd recently scored, and the Chicago TV Cult 
Classic, Kiddie-A~-Go-Go. He was crazy about the idea of a TV 
show with little kids dancing to Rock'n'Roll, which is why there 
was no problem getting the Cramps to consent to an interview on 
Chic-A-Go Go a few years later. In our talks, Lux rated, among 
his favorites, The Shadows of Knight, The Red Crayola, Gary 
Glitter, The Treniers, and T-Model Ford ("Every song on his 
[first] album is as good as anything on "Creedence Clearwater 
Revival's Greatest Hits!!" The TV album, no doubt). Of course, 
he was also a huge 13th Floor Elevators fan (a live version of 
"You're Gonna Miss Me" by The Cramps finally surfaced on 
Cable Access in San Francisco. The early Cramps also covered 
"Two Headed Dog,” making them, most likely, the first band 
ever to cover a solo Roky Erickson song. It's been eluded, but not 
yet proven, that the original band performed "Miss Me,” too). 
Now, I won't lie to you and say we were bestest buddies, but, I 
will say that both Lux and Ivy were always super, super nice to 
me, as were all their former bandmates. But, I saw how they 
interacted with their fans, and they were generally pleasant, and, 
yes, patient. Lux gave some fratboy who'd snuck backstage an 
autograph, on the condition that he leave immediately. Talk 
about patience, he had to deal with MY yammerin' ass, too. I 
sometimes felt like I talked too much around Lux and Ivy, 
because I was excited to be in their company, but they were 
always very good listeners, every bit as good a trait as being fine 
conversationalists (which they were). They never made me feel 
like what I had to say was irrelevant. If anything, they seemed 
like they were as into what I had to say as I was into what they 
had to say...they were like the cool couple that you WISHED live 
down the street when you were a kid, in a Munsters or Addams 
Family-type haunted house. But, I still FELT like a kid in their 
presence, because they still shared my enthusiasm for The Songs 
The Cramps Taught Us, and songs I could yet teach them. They 
really seemed happy where they were at, and I trust, and I'm 
certain, that what I saw was not an illusion. Lux and Ivy were 
one of the great love stories in Rock'n'Roll, but, also, one of the 
least recognized. Just like Fred and Toody Cole from Deadmoon, 
and, presently, Pierced Arrows, whose marriage is now 40 years 
strong, Lux and Ivy confirmed what you might be forgiven for 
doubting that real love is eternal, even in the parasitic wasteland 
that is Rock'n'Roll, but, when it stands before you, you will not 
forget. Lux leaves us now, from the physical plane, at least, 
much too soon, but a man so far ahead of THIS world could not 
be held to it, forever, and, yet, forever is where he's gone. Real 
gone. That his funeral services were celebrated with his astral 
projection is hardly strange or ironic to those who know. When 
Lux left his body, he was Five Years Ahead of His Time, and 


that's on a slow day. Now, he's so many millennia removed from 
a past that we all live in today... 
"Now I just can't identify. With this world, so I don't try...” 

His Friends, Family and Fans will be reminded, more and more, 
that he's still right here with us, now, no doubt playing some 
cosmic pranks, at random, on us all. Those who knew him better 
than I, will, or already have, found it within them to laugh in the 
face of seemingly irreversible sadness. And, it is for them that I 
dedicate this. 

Lux, we love you. We didn’t want to lose you, now, but, if seeing 
God is in your plans, I'm sure he'd like to see you, too. Blow his 
mind. But, it would only be selfish to wish you to suddenly 
materialize when your time of departure had been chosen. You 
will always be part of our lives. You taught us how to really live. 
I've always believed you to be a very spiritual person, though 
you never pushed your beliefs on others, | know you wouldn’t 
want us to be sad, now, even though it's hard not to be. You 
worked so hard, and for so long, and, now, on to "A rest well 
deserved, but so premature." (Plan 9 From Outer Space). "We 
live a movie, we live our own lives, which is separate from this 
world,” and, he did, but it wasn’t a secret club that nobody else 
could join. Knowing the correlation between sex, Horror, and 
Exploitation films in general, to Rock 'n' Roll, is what made The 
Cramps so special, as though all these elements were burnt to 
ashes, stuffed into a voodoo doll, not to bring pain or misfortune, 
but the joy of knowing "The Good Life" can be yours. If you're 
lonely, and feel that no one understands your choosing the cool 
stuff over the schmaltz, someone will find you. Lux and Ivy 
found each other, and they will find one another again. Still in 
love with life, but, life eternal, and each other, as before, so shall 
they always be. I found Lux so likeable, because, when you 
break it down, he was not this image we may have created 











Lux Hitchin’ by Jennifer Steffey 


around him. He was a person. A person not of this earth, but, still 
a man. One of Rock'n'Roll's greatest performers, humorists, 
eccentrics and free thinkers. His Herculean feats of strength and 
derring-do are well documented. His pleasant disposition, 
perhaps, is not. I'm not saying he never blew his top (consult the 
CD version of "Songs The Lord Taught Us" to witness some 
righteous anger as the band warms up on "I Was a Teenage 
Werewolf"), but, he also had an easygoing grace about him. He 
recanted the tale about meeting Alice Cooper in '70 or '71, and 
trying to turn him on to Black Sabbath, to which Cooper replied, 
"I don't care about that. I only like Easy Listening music.” While 
Lux enjoyed his share of "Cocktail" and "Exotica" music with his 
crazy Rock 'n' Roll, I believe it was his avoidance of many of the 
trappings of the Rock'n'Roll scene, and his love for Rock'n'Roll 
itself, and, of course, his wife, that kept him going all these 
years, in the face of adversity and apathy. We can't change what 
is, and what will yet be, but, we can't, and we won't, change that 
we love Lux Interior, and saw, in him, that it is possible to live 
life on your own terms, against all odds, and win. The afterlife, 
well, that's another challenge in which I believe he has already 
emerged victorious. He wouldn’t want us to be sad for his sake, 
though, like so many of you,that is simply something I have to 
work on. He's in a cool, cool place, hanging with Ghoulardi. 
Don't we wish we were? 

I'd like to add, if it's not too self -serving, Lux showed a lot of 
enthusiasm for Roctober. This was, of course, very flattering, but 
when it comes to Incredibly Strange Comics, Movies, TV and 
Rock'n'Roll, we're all on the same page... 

Donations to Lux Interior's favorite charity, Best Friends Animal 
Society, may be made, in his name, by going to: 
www.bestfriends.org 





LUV YOU LUX! 
By Madeline Bocaro 


It's another sad day in history. Lux Interior is gone at the age of 62, due to a heart 
condition. The only thing in his heart was rock n' roll. We thought he was indestructible — 
a towering, lanky, handsome Frankenstein, creating utter chaos onstage and mock- 
terrorizing his loving audience. Lux was always running amongst us, getting us involved 
in his theatrics. He resembled an evil Elvis, but his performances were way too wild, 
crazy and fun to be evil! 


Lux and his beloved Ivy were a wonderful 
team - the Sonny & Cher of Transylvania. 
Her echoing, twangy, ghoulish Gretsch 
sound characterized the Cramps’ style. Ivy 
would stand there, stoic, sexy, snarling, 
smacking her gum and playing it cool. Yet, 
an occasional side glance at Lux and his 
antics would always get her eyes rolling, or 
force her to crack a smile! 


Since 1975, the Cramps entertained us with 
their psychobilly surf punk. So many gigs 
ended with their superb demented version 
of ‘Surfin’ Bird’. Lux would almost swallow 
the microphone every time. If he had sung 
a straight baritone ballad, it would have 
been hauntingly beautiful...but beauty 
wasn’t his thing. He was a true, lovable 
cartoon monster - a real-life amaigam of 
Frankenberry and Count Chocula, 
Screamin’ Jay Hawkins and Dick Dale. 





The 6 foot tall Lux wore stiletto heels like a pro. One night onstage at CBGB, wearing a 
pair too wide for his feet, we watched with glee as he poured a pitcher of water over 
himself, filling his shoes to the brim. It's a wonder he wasn't electrocuted! On another 
festive occasion, Lux plopped a hollowed-out Jack-O-Lantern over his head, which 
complemented the red Spanish senorita dress he wore, with matching high heels of 
course! His favourite place seemed to be inside the bass drum, where he'd curl up after 
smashing it with his own head. 


Nothing can erase my memories of the Cramps’ 70s double bills at CBGB with the 
Ramones. So much fun! The Cramps’ cleverly insane lyrics always made me laugh. 
“Stick out your can — ‘cos I'm your garbage man!” They were trashy and classic at once. 


The Cramps counted Beavis & Butthead amongst their many fans. As fans themselves 
of surrealism, they immortalized Duchamp's painting Nude Descending a Staircase in 
the song, ‘Naked Girl Falling Down The Stairs’. And who did not revel in the pure joy of 
the ‘Bikini Girls with Machine Guns’ video? Nobody ever had more fun than the crowd at 
the Cramps’ classic 1978 gig at the California State Mental Institution. Mental indeed! 


We'll miss you Lux. Rock on the moon! Enjoy the zombie dance, and keep on singing 
your gravest hits in heaven! And...papa ooh mao mao! 


LUx INTERIOR 


by Ben Vaughn 


Illustrations by Jennifer Steffey 

I met Lux in 1981. I played drums in a Philadelphia punk band 
called the Sic Kidz and we opened a bunch of shows for The 
Cramps. Our singer was good friends with Lux and Ivy from the 
Max's and CBGB's days so I was welcomed into the Cramps 
inner sanctum right away. I say inner sanctum because they had 
to be careful who they befriended. Their music struck a nerve 
with some of the weirdest people I've ever seen. It also touched a 
lot of well balanced rock fans but they had to be cautious about 
opening themselves up to just anyone. 

Watching Lux on stage was like watching the entire history 
of primitive rock and roll before your very eyes. The stage 
became an insane playground where literally anything could 
happen. And it usually did. He was totally committed to turning 
each venue into a temple of wild abandon and freedom. Mike 
stands were broken, blood was spilled, wine bottles flung, and 
female audience members molested. All within the first song! It 
was nuts. His sense of purpose was astounding. Truly incredible 
to witness. More than once, I was intimdated by his performance 
and found myself hesitant to go back and say hi. 

But after each show, Lux would sit quietly in the corner of 
the dressing room talking about music and films with a big goofy 
smile on his face. He was very child-like, open and curious. And 
funny as hell. He and Ivy were the most voracious pop culture 
hounds I've ever met. Records, movies, books, comics, you name 
it. And it wasn't just about the past either. In the mid-nineties | 
was hired as a sitcom composer for 3rd Rock From The Sun and 
the show became a hit. I figured then and there that my punk cred 
was shot. But one of the first people to congratulate me was Lux. 
He watched the show every week and loved it. 

At one point in the early eighties, their drummer Nick got 
real sick. They had a summer tour booked and I was one of the 
people asked to consider filling in. I said yes of course but 
luckily the tour never materialized. I say luckily because I wasn't 
as strong-willed and disciplined as Lux and Ivy back then. Every 
night their fans would line up at the dressing room door to offer 
them a veritable world of sinful opportunities. Drugs, sex and 
who knows what. Not that they were saints but wow, they could 
have easily gone the way of Charlie Parker or Johnny Thunders. 
The opportunities were there. But Lux believed in The Cramps 
way too much to let that happen. And he absolutely lived to be 
on stage. 

The last time I saw Lux was in Spain. We were both on a bill 
at an outdoor festival being held in the middle of a field in 
Basque country. I did my set, chatted with him and then 
positioned myself in the photographer's pit to watch them destroy 
the Spanish fans. And destroy they did. It was a cold night and 
steam was emanating from Lux's body throughout the show. It 
was other worldly at times. When it came time to turn "Surfin' 
Bird" into the unfinished symphony that only Lux heard in his 
head, I looked around and saw 30, 000 delirious people going 
nuts. I knew right then that I was witnessing what they call a 
great "rock moment." Which is what I felt every time I saw the 
Cramps. Today they would say that Lux "brought it." Personally, 
I prefer to paraphrase James Ellroy and say this: "He didn't just 
deliver a song, he came to your house and installed it!" 

Thank you, Lux. Tell Elvis I said hey. 








THE MAN WHO WROTE THE 
SONGS FOR THE NEW 
INDUSTRIAL STA TEsy Robert Dayton 





(photos courtesy Doug Randle) 
After almost forty years, a very special and unique album has 
been reissued. A concept album of sorts, “Songs For The New 
Industrial State” by Doug Randle has exactly what I look for in 
music: a blindingly intense personal vision, a window into the 
artist’s soul. This object of creative expression is also refined 
and quite technically crafted with catchy, warm songs that 
engage the listener. These orchestral soft pop gems were lushly 
arranged and played by top session cats. Much of the album was 
composed in a minor key which, with its’ bass grooves, gives it a 
dramatic and occasionally tentative feeling. 
In the book/tract/bible “The Psychic Soviet” (Drag City, 2006,) 
Ian Svenonius postulates that music offers respite from time and 
the effects of the modern industrial age. With its’ smooth blend of 
instruments and male group vocals (the unique use of two male 
leads multi-tracked, actually) Doug Randle’s album certainly 
seems to do just that. Yet the lyrical themes confront exactly 
those concerns that one may be looking for escape from. The 
liner notes describe these lyrics as a “Revolt of the forty year 
olds”: bitter reflections on aging that seemingly go against the 
grain of youth culture but are still anti-establishment with 
statements on damage to the environment, being a company man, 
rampant consumerism, and cultural alienation. Originally 
recorded for in-house broadcast at CBC Radio, in 1971 the 
album was released on Kanata Records, a label that was formed 
as a result of new Canadian content laws for AM Radio. 
Kevin Howes (aka Sipreano), an expert on rare and unusual 
Canadian music, produced this reissue for the Seattle-based 
label Light in the Attic. 
Doug Randle was born in Calgary and moved to London, 
England in the 1950s where he worked as an arranger for the 
BBC Library, the 101 Strings Orchestra, and with arranger 
Wally Stott on The Goon Show and other projects (note: Wally 
Stott later became known for his work conducting and arranging 
the first three Scott Walker albums; post-op, Stott became Angela 





Morley and worked un-credited on the music for Star Wars; she 
also won three Grammys). 

In 1961, Doug moved to Toronto where he worked briefly as a 
jingle writer and rather extensively as an arranger for the CBC 
(Canadian Broadcasting Corporation). In 1968, he wrote, 
arranged, and produced the two-hour historical musical comedy 
production Lady Emma for CBC Radio. This production was 
mercilessly panned by the legendary critic Nathan Cohen. 

I recently had the opportunity to sit down and interview Doug 
Randle and Kevin Howes. We drank a tea called Love tea that 
was very nice. 

Robert Dayton: After the review of Lady Emma you were 
very hard on yourself. 

DOUG RANDLE: I guess so because a lot of people liked it. 
Nathan Cohen was the only one I know who really hated it. He 
was a very, very good drama critic. But, you know, a critic can 
really bring out the poison pen and show off some vicious 
language skills. 

It’s interesting that this one critic can set you off into writing 
what became Songs For the New Industrial State. 

Was it the one critic or was that just the tipping point? It’s never 
one thing. It’s only in the movies or in the novels that one sudden 
epiphany comes to change everything. It’s the pressures of life. 
In my life I always expected a high that was too high from 
everything. Music had to be way over-the-top. I had to be 
competing with everybody. I’ve got friends who are very good 
arrangers but they never sweated at all. One of them I was 
talking with one night said, “Oh, they are all clichés anyways.” I 
never wanted to write a cliché. I probably wrote many of them in 
my life. I probably tried to make them different. I had to be 
creative, I had to do something. 

You had done a lot of productions for the CBC? 

Yes, and they were doing some of these recordings. I had a 
relationship with them where the producer would say to me, “Do 
you have any ideas for an album?” 

Kevin Howes: Did they want to hear it first? 

They trusted me enough. They said, “Great! Let’s do it! What do 
you need?” 

This album is a very personal album. Song For the Middle 
Ag-ed is about a man whose plans and dreams never quite 
come true and I’m wondering how you feel about this song 
today. 

I was forty years of age at the time and that was exactly how I 
felt. Call it a middle-aged crisis, male menopause, or whatever. 
Many people I know were going to be CEO of the company but 
they’re only middle management. Seems like a let down. I had 
all sorts of promise that was cut short. I know a lot of reasons for 
it now. I had an awful lot of fear about what I did. I had an ulcer 
diagnosed when I was thirty-three years of age, they say the 
average ulcer’s been there for about seven years, I probably had 
an ulcer in my mid-twenties. Everything was buried down inside. 
My life was falling apart. 

How do you feel about that now? You’ve lived another forty 
years! 

It’s fine. Eighty-one is easier than forty-one! At forty-one I was 
feeling hopeless and I had an alcohol problem, too, and as long 
as you have that, you’re not going to solve any problems. You’re 
just going to get through all the emotional crises by drinking. It 
doesn’t solve anything but it gets you through the night. There’s 
other songs there, Vive La Company, “Look at the fine executive 
talent; bold and creative, yet embracing the Master Plan. Eager to 
give it all he’s got, he’s just the man. He’s been apprenticed in 


great verion of "The Right Stuff" by the late Rob Calvert from Hawkwind). The 
band was popular in Detroit, and, while they managed to tour the states, their 
appeal rarely got beyond the Punk crowd, some of whom were just as befuddled 
as the normal folks. One audience member proclaimed that Ron was "All washed 
up,” to which Asheton nonchalantly replied, "YOU don't have anything to be 
washed up about.” Destroy all Monsters carried on, regardless of demand, into the 
80s, becoming a cult band here and abroad, particularly in Australia where an 
obsession for all things Stooges/MCS was in full bloom. Ron was asked by some 
of the former members of Radio Birdman, Rob Younger, Deniz Tek, and 
Warwick Gilbert to tour Oz with a new band, which would be called New Race, 
and would also feature Dennis Thompson from The MCS and New Order. Pulling 
from a grab bag of sorts, The Radio Birdman, MCS, Stooges and DAM songbooks 
were all utilized as part of The New Race's master plan, which was to just deliver 
the goods. A tight, hard-rockin’, but, short lived project, The New Race went their 
separate ways. Asheton eventually landed on his feet with a new DAM offshoot 
band called Dark Carnival. Utilizing a revolving door policy, Dark Carnival 
featured Ron and Scott Asheton, DAM Vocalist, Niagra, DAM drummer, Larry 
Steele, Robert "Bootsey X" Mulrooney from The Ramrods, Coldcock, and Sillies 
on vocals, and a cast of thousands. Dark Carnival released two live albums (one 
recorded at a benefit for the surviving family of Stiv Bators, featuring Dead Boys’ 
guitarist, Cheetah Chrome) and one studio LP/CD, plus a strong collection of 
unreleased studio and live cuts. Ron also recorded a strong remake of "Down on 
The Street " with The Empty Set. Later, he and Mike Davis played on a fine CD 
by Empty Set. Still, Ron began to work less and less, waiting for that one phone 
call. The one from Iggy, saying that The Stooges were getting back together. It 
was a long wait, but, in 1996, Iggy announced that the band was, indeed, getting 
back together, The core group of Iggy Pop and Ron and Scott Asheton would be 
joined by Gary Rasmussen of The Up, Sonics Rendezvous Band, Scott Morgan, 
Patti Smith, etc. It seemed like a perfect plan, but it never came into fruition. Ron 
reportedly stayed home much of the time, often refusing gigs unless they 
amounted to a Stooges reunion. He seemed angry that Iggy could play it off, like 
they had all the time in the world. He knew they didn’t. Perhaps even he didn’t 
know how right he was. He managed to pursue another interest, B-Horror Films. 
In the early days, Asheton had made short films with his friends, one in which he 
played a Nazi (Ron had an enormous collection of Nazi gear, much of which he 
wore on stage, but, he repeatedly maintained that this was not reflective of his 
philosophy or his political views) who is defeated by "SuperJew.” Perhaps his 
most high-profile feature film appearance was in "Mosquitos,” in which he played 
a Forest Ranger (named "Hendrix"!) who fends for his life when he finds himself 
trapped in an old house with a bunch of people he doesn’t really kow, all trying to 
keep the giant radioactive mosquitos at bay. It may SOUND vaguely like "Night 
of the Living Dead,” but it's not a fraction of the classic THAT movie is...The 
movie went straight to home video, but, did turn up on Cable TV. Asheton's 
performance wouldn’t have won him any Oscars, but it's fun to see him doing 
something completely different. Gunnar Hansen, famous for playing 
"Leatherface" in the original "Texas Chainsaw Massacre,” plays opposite Ron, 
and Margaret Dollrod (she one of The Dollrod Sisters) has a cameo that...well, it's 
lovely. Eventually, after touring with J Mascis (Dinosaur Jr) and Mike Watt 
(Minutemen, firehose), Ron caught the bug again. Meanwhile, Iggy while 
compiling guest bands to include on his upcoming album, "Skull Ring,” 
announced, publicly, that he wanted to get the surviving Stooges in on this 
project. Iggy, Ron and Scott, along with new draftee, Mike Watt, commenced to 
record four new Stooges songs, and damned if they didn’t sound good, too. While 
the reunion was of a seemingly noncommital nature, The Stooges (now reverting 
back to "Iggy and The Stooges,” as they were billed well after their dream became 
a nightmare) were soon on the concert trail, but being selective, and not in a 
particular hurry (it took them four years to visit Chicago, and, somehow, they 
ended up at The Congress, which has the worst acoustics in town, barring, 
possibly, the Aragon). After a very successful appearance at the Coachella 
Festival in the middle of the Southem California Desert, they set off for their 
"Homecoming Gig" in Clarkeston, Michigan, near Detroit. The show had to be 
postponed, as it fell on the night the power went out in Detroit, New York, parts 
of Canada, and other major areas...As it happened, Mars was visible that night, 
and the full moon seemed to absorb the blood-red hue of the Planet of War. Not a 
good sign. Those of us who tried to get gas, and hightail it out of town, were met 
by scenes that truly WERE out of “Night of The Living Dead,” people drudging 
around like zombies, not knowing where they should go. Some Gas Station 
Attendants were demanding $5 a gallon from people with perfectly functioning 
deer rifles, and, perhaps, a few handguns for good measure, in their trucks. The 
shit was about to hit the fan. I wanted to kiss the broken glass-encrusted side of 
the road when I got to Chicago. One week later, the show went on. I probably 
don't have to tell you it was positively devastating. The proof is in the Creem 
magazine-released "Live in Detroit 2003" (because " Live in Clarkston” had no 
razz-matazz) DVD. Everyone was on top form, and, yea, tho' I've been blessed to 
see many a music legend playing at their peak, or close to it, the Stooges rewrote 
the book of Rock 'n'Roll that night. Ron still had THAT SOUND, the kind 
generations of us had marveled to. And make no mistake, ALL g-g-generations 


were represented in full. People who were there, and people who wish they were 
there, without stopping to think, it was no time to be young, but if they'd been 
well-adjusted youths, who would remember their music, today? Nevertheless, 
Rock 'n' Roll, like any other addiction, when better judgment tells you to leave 
that stuff alone, you go back. The reconstituted Stooges didn’t even make their 
Chicago debut until four years later, as I say, but, when they did, the most 
unlikely choice is what they wound up with. Now, the Congress is a majestic, if 
crumbling, " Palace Theatre" from the early days of sound pictures. I've been to a 
few Rock gigs, and many Mexican Wrestling and Women's Roller Derby 
matches, there, and I can safely say, the building has acoustics MADE for Lucha 
Libre and Roller Derby. Iggy didn’t even have a spotlight. When he went out into 
the crowd, all you could see was his silhouette. Of course, The Stooges sounded 
as good as possible under the circumstances, but it was a letdown after hearing 
them play in the best possible setting. They did return one last time, at the 
Lollapalooza 2007, but, | punked out, even though a voice in my head kept saying 
"This may be the last time.” The prospect of seeing the ONE band that day that I 
cared about for $80 (probably $100 with "Service Charges") in the near-Texan 
upper-nineties heat, when at least the previous day had hosted Roky Erickson 
AND Patti Smith, and, admittedly, I'd got in for free. As it turned out, It was the 
last time. Ron would never play in the Bruther and Sister city of Chicago again. 
Nor anywhere, now, as it happens, But we should now be celebrating the fact that 
his dream of seeing The Stooges back out there on stage, and killing’ em, was 
ultimately realized. The word on the street is that the band plans to carry on with 
another guitarist, even though it goes without saying that no one could really take 
Asheton's place. Steve Jones's name has come up. It might actually work, though 
it couldn't be the same. It might seem to be in bad taste to wish that James 
Williamson would come back into the fold, at least as a guest musician, but, if you 
read my friend, Derek See's, fine article and interview in Fretboard Journal #12, 
you'll see that Williamson is only now starting to play the guitar again, after 
leaving his "Raw Power” guitar in it's case for decades. Still, now is the time, I 
believe, for making peace, though that is NOT in my power. None of us are 
getting any younger. ALL of us have work to do. 
Scott Morgan (the Rationals, Sonics Rendezvous Band, Scot's Pirates, 
Powertrane, etc): The first time I met Ron was when Ron and Scott's Father, Ron, 
Sr., and their Mom, Ann, moved from Bettendorf, lowa to Ann Arbor, Michigan. 
e my Dad grew up in Rubio, lowa, not far from there, we already had 
something in common. We went to Forsythe Junior High together, and, soon we 
had something much more in common - music. Only Iggy graduated from Pioneer 
High, but Ron, Scott and Dave made good use of their time, Ron and Dave went 
to The UK, as they were big Brit music fans. When they formed The Stooges, we 
got even closer. It was after The Stooges that we became friends and hung out 
together a lot at the Asheton's new Highlake house. Since I was now working with 
Scott in Sonic's Rendezvous Band, we seemed to be there about every day (and 
night). At one point, we built a teepee in the backyard and hung out in it all 
summer with campfires and cherry wine. When Ron was out in London, he was 
worried about his cats, and he called me. When The (reformed) Stooges played 
Detroit, they asked Powertrane to open. I spent many Christmas Eves with Ron 
and Scott and a small group of friends. That's where I was this past Christmas. 
‘That's how I want to remember him, happy and home. 
James Williamson (guitarist, Iggy and The Stooges, The Chosen Few, Iggy Pop's 
"New Values"): I first met Ron Asheton while I was in one of the many High 
Schools that I attended. I was no longer in The Chosen Few, the band that I had 
founded with Scott Richardson (later of The SRC), but they had added Ron on 
bass while I was no longer in the band. I still had contact with the band's 
members, and while on spring or summer break, I went up to one of their gigs in 
Ann Arbor. I recall my first impression was that he was "Tres cool.” He had 
VERY long hair which was pretty radical in those days, and he played with his 
back to the audience. Incidentally, it was at this same gig that I first met Iggy (Jim 
Osterberg). I had seen him playing drums with The Prime Movers, but I'd never 
met him up to that point. Anyway, Ron came in and out of my life, and I recall 
how he used to draw caricatures of all the people we hung out with. For all I 
know, he did them of me, too, but I never saw those. Anyway, they were very 
amusing. This is a side of Ron that most people never knew, but, he had a very 
refined sense of humor. 
A year or two later, Ron and Scott Asheton, Dave Alexander and Iggy moved into 
a house together, and, after awhile, they named it "Toad Hall" (presumably 
referring to "Mr.Toad's Wild Ride") as it was the late 60s, and Psychedelics were 
in full fashion. Ron moved over to guitar and Dave Alexander learned the bass, 
and, one day, I went up to Toad Hall, and, I got to listen to them rehearse what 
would later be called "The Psychedelic Stooges,” with Scott Asheton on oil drums 
and Iggy on vacuum cleaner...It was really something to see...Anyway, Ron was 
always a friend to me, and, although I'm aware that he harbored some hurt 
feelings about being moved over to bass during the "Raw Power" days, we 
remained friends long after all of that, and, in fact, up until his sudden death, and I 
was happy that he was vindicated in moving back to guitar. Although my 
conscience is clear in that regard, I was happy to see him reach closure, Of course, 
like so many others, I was shocked at his death at such an early age, but, at least, 




















he went out doing what he loved the most...playing with The Stooges. How many 
of the rest of us can say they went out doing what they wanted to be doing?” 
Since writing this, James Williamson has rejoined The Stooges. They will, of 
course, be performing the "Raw Power" album, but, who knows what else? Best 
wishes, James, and all The Stooges. Here's to new beginnings. 

Many thanks to Derek See. 








Ray Dennis Steckler - | remember reading about Ray Dennis Steckler in the 70s 
in Marvel Comics' "Monsters of The Movies" and Ron Haydock's (more on him 
in a minute) "King of The Monsters" one-shot zine. Even to my young, 
impressionable mind, his films looked like 40s Republic serials, Bowery Boys 
shorts, and amateur Horror auteur, Don Glut's, ambitious short films (it seems the 
two were often mentioned in the same breath), which were made in his teens and 
early 20s, all rolled into one. Of course, I was only looking at the pictures, but, 
even many, many years later, when Steckler's films became available on VHS (1 
don't remember EVER seeing any of them on TV, just the occasional snippet on " 
USA's Night Flight,” and in an episode of the fine "Incredibly Strange Film 
Show" dedicated to him), I found that I wasn’t too far off course. His films were 
dismissed as "Amateurish.” but, that was the beauty of it, he made movies that, by 
and large, appealed to kids, and young adults who, pethaps, dreamed of making 
movies, but their inability to pull money out of their ass may have held them back. 
His production values were actually better than one had a right to expect, most of 
the time. Ray was probably the last real holdover from the classic 50s Teen-Trash 
Horror/Exploitation wave, though he really began work in the early 60s. Roger 
Corman could get 'em in below budget and ahead of time, but, I'll wager that 
Steckler would be finished while Corman was still adjusting the focus on the 
cameras. One sure-fire technique was to shoot in the desert, where it was easier 
for a film crew to come and go without a permit. Another was to simply shoot on 
private land, and have a mouth full of the right answers. There was a great story in 
ReSearch about how Steckler and his crew were caught doing just that. When the 
owner of said land, an older gentleman with curly hair, appeared, he demanded to 
know what kind of film they were making. Though Steckler tried to cool down the 
flames by saying it was an Educational film, the old man surmised (correctly) that 
they were making a Horror movie. He gave the men his blessing to go ahead and 
work on his land, anyway, noting that he'd worked in the movies a bit, himself, 
when he was younger. The man was Harpo Marx. In the late 50s, still in his early 
20s, Ray studied photography in the Army. Upon release, he made his way to 
Hollywood to begin his apprenticeship. Not so ironically, perhaps, the first film he 
would work on was the (truly) incredibly strange Timothy Carey vehicle, "The 
World's Greatest Sinner,” a simple tale of a man who grows tired of his nine to 
five, and decides to simply become God. Wisely, he opts to become a Rock'n'Roll 
Preacher to drive the sheep into the fold. Carey's stage perfomance is simply the 
wildest Rock'n'Roll segment of any kind in a motion picture With a Ghoulardi 
beard and a mass of Jerry Lee Lewis curls, he succeeded in shaking parts of the 
body you've never heard of. The soundtrack, incidentally, was written by a young 
Frank Zappa. Whether he composed the Rock'n'Roll sequence or, more likely, it 
was cooked up by Tim Carey on the spot, is a riddle even ardent Zappa fans and 
Bootleggers don't seem to be too concerned with solving. Steckler went from Prop 
Man to Assistant Cameraman to Director of Photography before the film was 
completed. He soon began work at "A" Studios, until he nearly hit Alfred 
Hitchcock with an A-Frame, the story goes. You'd think Hitchcock might see the 
humor in potentially being killed on one of his own sets. The "B"-Films came 
calling, with open arms. Steckler was employed by WWII hero and mega- 
millionaire, Arch Hall, Sr. His son, Arch Hall. Jr., was being groomed to be a 
major movie idol and Rock'n'Roll star. The Rock'n'Roll part, he HAD, but his 
square jawed, bohunk features may have been an acquired taste to the teeners. 
Remember, this was still the era of the "Bobbies.” and though I still can't figure 
what Bobby Rydell had on Hall, Jr. in the looks department, he had the safe music 
on his side. If anything, Hall, Jr, proved a likeble, and believable, good guy, as he 
did when I had the pleasure of meeting him a couple of years ago. Hall, Jr. and 


Steckler also worked together in "Eegah!,” with Arch, once again, playing a 
lovin’, fightin’, Rockin' and Rollin’ hero (and if that sounds like someone you 
know, remember that Mamie Van Doren once said, "Arch Hall, Jr. makes Alfred 
E. Neuman look like Elvis Presley.” Ouch). Ray branched out on his own, first 
with a short film called "Goof on The Loose" which I've never seen, but, if it's 
anywhere nearly as good as it's title, I've missed out, big time. Regardless of what 
you've been told, Ray Dennis Steckler’s first fulllength feature film, "The 
Incredibly Stange Creatures Who Stopped Living and Became Mixed-Up 
Zombies" IS the first Rock'n'Roll Horror Musical, predating "The Rocky Horror 
Picture Show " and it's older, but, better preserved, Stepbrother, "Phantom of The 
Paradise.” by more than ten years. A simple tale of a carnival Gypsy who turns 
men into zombies through hypnosis and acid (the kind that disfigures your face on 
contact). There was a minor controversy about the use of "Hypno-Spiral Wheel,” 
used in a lot of movies and ad campaigns of the 60s. A collective of real 
hypnotists told Steckler that the device could not be used unless it had a black 
circle in the center, as it would, otherwise, actually hypnotize viewers. But, his 
troubles were just starting...The makers of the recently-released "The Persecution 
and Assassination of Jean-Paul Marat as Performed by The Inmates of The 
Asylum of Charenton Under The Direction of The Marquis De Sade" (generally 
know as "Marat/Sade, today) " threatened to sue Steckler, just because his film 
also had an extremely long title, though not by comparison. He took the movie on 
the road under various titles, the best-known, today, being "Teenage Psycho 
Meets Bloody Mary,” nearly as good a title as the original, and more economical, 
though it had nothing to do with the picture itself. Though he no longer had the 
big bucks behind him (OK, Hall, Sr. had the loot for the shoot, but, Steckler’s fine 
cinematography is about the only way you'd know any money went into "Wild 
Guitar"), "Incredibly Strange Creatures" still proved a great-looking picture, with 
rich, deep, almost impressionistic color. It established Ray Dennis Steckler and 
his career as something not of this world. The late, great Lux Interior once said, 
"Independently-made Horror Films are made by people, like Ray Dennis Steckler, 
who are not of this world, and, if we have our way, The Cramps are something not 
of this world.” Affirmative on both counts. As much fun as it is to see this movie, 
today, on your TV screen, try to imagine what fun it must have been when RDS 
gave it the hands-on William Castle treatment, with strategically planted 
"Zombies" wearing glow-in-the dark masks in the likeness of "Cash Flagg"-Ray 
Dennis Steckler's psuedonym when acting in his own films-terrorizing the movie 
patrons! While he was adamant about keeping the two identities separate (even, 
when being interviewed on television as "Cash Flagg,” he denied that they two 
were one and the same, and that's given the fact that he did nothing to change the 
appearance of his face), the public couldn't buy the idea of such a unique 
countenance belonging to two different, unrelated, people. But, in the long haul, it 
didn’t seem to matter, much. Carolyn Brandt, Steckler's stunningly beautiful wife, 
co-starred in the film, and would appear in several more to come. Though the 
couple would later divorce they remained friends in later years. The follow-up, 
"The Thrill Killers,” was shot in Black and White, but packs a wallop. A more 
serious storyline, this time, about a gang of escaped psycho killers, "Mad Dog 
Click and The Headchoppers Three,” stalking a woman whose name they found in 
the phonebook, C.B. Beaumont (played by Carolyn Brandt. "C.B."), between 
decapitations, shootings, and the kidnapping of former Stripper and future John 
Waters star, Liz Renay. The picture also stars Steckler regulars, Atlas King (the 
musclebound Mediterannean with a heart of gold...that he wears on a chain) and 
Ron Haydock (one of Rockabilly's last hopes, by the mid-60s. Also the editor of 
"Fantastic Monsters of The Films" magazine. Too cool for this world, he died 
precisely one day after Elvis). There was a band in the 90s called Cee Bee 
Beaumont , and Guitarist, Click Mort (of The Loafin' Hyaenas, and, briefly, The 
Cramps), took his name from Flagg/Steckler’s character, (Mad Dog) Click Mort. 
As a matter of fact, it's been eluded that The Cramps' song "Under The Wires" 
was inspired by "The Thrill Killers". It's kind of like saying The Rolling Stones 
enjoyed the occasional Chicago Blues record. A considerable change in direction, 
"The Lemon Grove Kids Meet The Monsters" is a far more kid-friendly, if 
chaotic, production than it's two predecessors. Steckler and several adult friends, 
dressed as the various Bowery Boys, and their own children and their friends go 
adventuring (ray later stated that some of his neighbors in the Lemon Grove 
section of Los Angeles County objected to him bringing Black people around for 
the shoot). The whole thing reads like an elaborate party game put on by your 
imaginary childhood friend and his REALLY cool parents. The idea of structure 
comes and goes (but, mostly, it goes), like a big child's drawing, come to life. 
Kids will dig this picture, believe me. I showed it to my Godchild when she was 
about 5, then we went to the park. Sure enough, she wanted to see it again when 
we got back, Now, anyone who's seen this movie twice in one day has either won 
a bet, or needs psychiatric help. Maybe both. I had the feeling that maybe she just 
wanted to get back to her "Comfort zone,” and it might help her sleep, Sure 
enough, she was zonked out in 10 minutes. Carolyn Brandt appears as "The 
Vampire Woman From Outer Space" (like Barbara Steele in "The Crimson Cult,” 
she still looks great painted green!). Hollywood makeup man and legendary 
” Bob Burns, portrays both "Kogar The Swinging Ape " and 
"The Mad Mummy.” Strangely, the movie is presented in episodic installments, 











with individual credits, like a TV show. Family fun from a guy who'd previously 
released a film about a marauding gang of psycho-killer pervs (but, loved his 
family). "Rat Pfink a Boo Boo" (originally intended for release as "Rat Pfink and 
Boo Boo,” but the letters "n" and "d" were accidentally renedered illegibile in the 
intro, The goofed title stuck) has it all-comical superheroes, purty gurls, and great 
Rock'n'Roll songs by Ron Haydock (who also plays the title superhero, aided by 
the studly Atlas King). In one infamous move, Rat Pfink and Boo Boo crash a real 
parade pointing at random, saying, "YOU! FIGHT CRIME!"As it happens, Laszlo 
Kovacs worked on "Incredibly Strange Creatures" as a camera operator, so, it's 
quite possible that the scene with Captain America and Billy riding their bikes, 
uninvited, though a smalltown America parade, in "Easy Rider,” was influenced 
by Ray Dennis Steckler. The movie was something of a high point for Ray's 
career, even if it may not have done much action at the box-office. It's his best- 
remembered film, along with "Incredibly Strange Creatures.” It has the unusual 
distinction of being one of the last movies since "The Wizard of Oz" to be shot 
partly in Black and White, and partly in color (as opposed to Black and White 
with colorized sequences). Steckler said this was not intentional, and that he only 
had a rough idea where the film was going when he began shooting in Black and 
White. The "Batman" craze was in full swing, and he asked, aloud, what if the two 
leads walked into a closet and came out as Batman and Robin (it was, fortunately, 
dissimilar enough that he was not served with a lawsuit)? When the champions of 
justice and friends to children, old people, and dumb animals everywhere, RAT 
PFINK AND BOO BOO, emerge from the closet, the remainder of the film is 
seen in color (maybe not the most convincing color, but, color, nevertheless). Ron 
Haydock, as "Rat Pfink" (no relation to the Big Daddy Roth cartoon, nor the 
Saturday morning cartoon, "Bat Fink,” itself a loosely adapted parody of 
"Batman") gets in some Rockin’ tunes, once again. Steckler's career never really 
took off, and it would be years before even a cult following would emerge, and 
bring some positive attention his way. The market having changed drastically, 
Steckler entered the 70s largely doing mostly "Adult" titles. Apart from "The 
Chooper" (AKA "Blood Shack"), more psycho killer fare (starring Brandt, once 
again, as the sexy, hapless victim) that preceded "The Texas Chainsaw Massacre,” 
and other films like it, that didn’t show a gratuitous amount of gore, but created an 
atmosphere of uncomfortable enclosure, a good number of his films were directed 
at the Softcore sex set. I'll admit, I 've barely seen any of those. I will say you 
might find how the female vampires dispose of their victims in "The Mad Love 
Life of The Homy Vampire" VERY disturbing. I'm talking to you men. Nufsed. 
Ray did what Russ Meyer refused to do, and that's take it to another extreme, 
entirely. Sure, Russ glorified boobies, and even pubies, but he refused to do what 
was then considered Hardcore Porn. Steckler entered the emerging "X Rated” 
market of the early 70s (you have to remember, what was once regarded as 
extreme, and even being banned, at that time, is probably considered pretty tame, 
today). Knowing it was a living, and, though he wasn’t producing Hardcore Sex 
films, he did work, almost exclusively, under various psuedonyms (even as Cindy 
Lou Sutters!), until much later, when his cult following expanded considerably. 
Still, "The Hollywood Strangler Meets The Skidrow Strangler,” made in 1979 (?), 
was a contemporary depiction of two murderers, each with their own "Style" of 
killing, facing off on the streets of L.A. One of the killers turns out to be a 
woman, lest anyone should think all Ray's female characters were weak (trust me. 
If you make it though "The Mad Love Life of a Horny Vampire,” you will never 
think THAT, again). The film deserved a better break. It could at least been a hit 
on the Grindhouse circuit, if not the emerging Midnight Movie scene, or, dare I 
say it? Late night television? Steckler owned Mascot Video in Las Vegas from the 
late 80s to 1995. He was still selling his movies over the internet (an excellent, 
budget-priced 4 DVD set is also sold in stores). Perhaps it's ironic that his last film 
role (to my knowledge) was as the cranky "You goddamn kids get out of my 
store!" video store Owner/Clerk in Andre Perkowski's "I Was a Teenage Beatnik” 
(reviewed last ish,). Perhaps not. Ray had just completed his last production "One 
More Time" (available on his website), when he died at the age of 70 from cardiac 
arrest, after battling heart disease for ten years. "Ray Dennis Steckler, The 
Incredibly Strange Filmmaker Who Stopped Living and Became Immortal.” 

Herbie Duncan - There's a lot to be said about a Rockabilly Cult Hero that came 
out of Missouri, but, as with Black Blues Artists who came to The Midwest 
looking for work, a lot of White Southerners who sang County, and, eventually, 
Rockabilly, ended up doing the same thing. I met an older guy once, a 
transplanted Southerner, who told me all about the Country and Western Bars that 
ran up and down Lincoln Avenue in Chicago, in the 50s, where he used to see 
Johnny Cash, Hank Snow, "And that gal who became famous, later. Kitty 
something..KITTY WELLS! Yeah, that's it". There was a whole alternate 
Country music scene in The Midwest, and I'm not talking about the Alt-c*nt 
sounds of today, concurrent with the first Electric Blues bands. In fact, another 
older guy told me that not he, but, his father, once saw Gene Autrey doing 
BLUES in 1925, on the North Side of Chicago, which, if it were true, would have 
made him, if not the first White Artist to do Blues- oriented material, then, second 
only to Jimmie Rogers, and probably only by a matter of months. Come to find 
out, it WAS true. Singin' Cowboy #2 WAS White Bluesman #2, or maybe...# 1. 
Many of Autrey's Blues related sides were recently released. There was more 
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exchange between artists, White and Black, in Segregationist, Pre-Hank Williams 
and Pre-Elvis Presley America than most revisionists will cop to. Of course, much 
of the documented evidence isn’t easy to find. Herbie Duncan's best-known track, 
“Hot Lips Baby,” is indeed a very rare record. Rare in that I guess you don't need 
a car, or to make the year's rent, if you can afford a copy, and rare in that it's like 
nothing you've ever heard in your life. Wild isn’t the word for it, but, since words 
fail me. I guess it'll have to do. I know, nowadays, Rockabilly is expected to be 
positively genteel, but as Carl would say, "That don't move me! That won't GIT 
IT!!” This is one of the most seriously flipped out Rock 'n' Roll records ever, with 
only a few of 'em even coming close, like "Love Me " By The Phantom, 
"Scream!" by Ralph Nielson, "Surfin' Bird" by The (still active, still killin’) 
Trashmen, "Paralyzed " by The Legendary Stardust Cowboy (ditto), or Peru's Los 
Saicos' "Demolicion.” It does sound like both "Hot Lips Baby" and it's flipside, 
"Little Angel" were created right on the spot, the fiery guitar licks threatening to 
blow your speakers as well as your mind. It's not about volume, it's about raw, gut 
feeling (something lost on a lot of modem day Rockabillies). Duncan sings with 
such joyous abandon, it's been suggested he couldn’t possibly have been trying to 
become the next Elvis. He sounds a bit more like Jerry Lee Lewis' Bacchanalian 
performance on "The Steve Allen Show,”an almost cartoonish display of sexual 
abandonment and pure rockin’ fervor, God, I need a cigarette! I think he was just a 
talented guy, a diamond in the rough who, thankfully, kept it rough. I'm sure he 
knew he had something, but it wasn’t going to have Elvis driving a truck, again. 
Herbie sounds like he's going into orbit on both sides of his first single. Funny I 
should mention that. Herbie's label, Mar-vell, was owned by Harry Glenn, Brother 
of Astronaut, John Glenn. Though "Hot Lips Baby" didn’t take off as it should 
have (but, try to imagine the corrupt radio stations playing something as brutally 
honest in it's delivery as this), Glenn had faith enough to put out two more 45s, 
both also ridiculously rare, today. The Mar-Vell label put out plenty of hotwired 
Rockabilly and moonshine-fueled Country, and Duncan is now considered their 
star performer. For his second single, "Escape"/"Roll Along,” Duncan was now 
performing under the banner of Glenn Records. "Escape" is a permeated-in-piano 
midtempo rocker. Beckoning the early Jerry Lee Sun records, with a pianist who 
sounds nowhere near as concise as The Killer, but sure knows how to rock the 
room from every angle, Herbie's voice works off the frantic piano stylings much 
like it did with the crazed guitar picking on "Hot Lips Baby.” Even in a samewhat 
more controlled setting, he sounds like nothing of this world. The single went 
nowhere IN this world, perhaps, partly, because the lyrics were moderately risque, 
which meant flat out dirty in those days (how do you think Gene Vincent, then 
already a hitmaker, fared with "Woman Love" or "Lotta Lovin',” once the PTA 
and The YMCA found both songs supposedly contained the word "Fuggin'"?), 
Sample this:"With your good looks and your fine shape...Let's try it out on our 
first date.” Yes, it's pretty innocent stuff, but E.C. comics had already been 
banned, and Rock'n'Roll ws about to undergo "Ethnic Cleansing,” while 
Rock'n'Roll, and even Rockabilly, didn’t die completely, the heavy-hitters were 
out of the picture by the Late 50s. Dick Clark, basking in the Post-Rock glow, was 
rolling out the red carpet for the "Teen Idols,” while Alan Freed took the fall for 
something Clark, and many others, were just as guilty for, the Payola Scandal. A 
few years later, the blacklisted Freed could hardly make a buck off The Twist 
craze. He died, several years later, when his name was only partly legible on the 
Shit List, and just as The Beatles were coming in. Surprisingly, Dick Clark 
expressed an interest in featuring Duncan on "Bandstand,” that is, until he found 
out how wild his stage act was. "If they could only film Elvis from the waist up,” 
said Herbie, "They would have shown ME from the neck up! I was movin' all 





over when I'd get up on stage!” Another single. "That's All"/"End of The 
Rainbow,” on Glenn, followed, but, with the same results...Duncan kept 
performing, stating that his best experience was working with Johnny Cash. But, 
he fell off the radar, it seems, for decades. Record collectors in The U.S. and The 
UK had to cop to his greatness, just the same. My friend, Deke "The Eager Beaver 
Boy" Dickerson, even started The Herbie Duncan Fan Club when he was only 15 
years old, announcing it's formation in a letter to Kicks magazine. Soon, Deke 
found out that Herbie only lived a few hundred miles away, and rounded up some 
of his friends, including one with a Driver's License, and paid his hero a visit. Not 
surprisingly, Duncan was humbled by all the interest. He took out a guitar, 
according to Deke, and started playing "Me and Bobby McGee.” Maybe Herbie, 
himself, wasn’t rockin’ (in fact, Dickerson said that he sat there, motionless), but 
the sofa he was sitting on began to shake uncontrollably, as though he had some 
mental power over it. (Later, Dickerson's band, The Untamed Youth, did a cool, 
Trashmen-style version of "Hot Lips Baby" that was surely as wild as the original, 
in it's own way). Certainly, offers had to be coming in, once his whereabouts were 
kinda sorta known, but, unfortunately, Herbie became very ill and was unable to 
perform. His last known musical performance was at an office party. Like Charlie 
Feathers, he played when he could, which, sadly, was almost never. He would 
have been the star he never got the chance to be on the Rockabilly festival circuit. 
After one hospital stay, he was told that he was in good enough shape to return 
home. He was diagnosed as stable, but, died, suddenly, and unexpectedly. The 
only good thing about that was that he was home with his family when it 
happened. He also knew that he had a lot of fans who were aware of his situation, 
and did not forget to pray for him, or to just think a good thought. Herbie 
appreciated that immensely. I think he knew he was going soon, but, that he 
wouldn't be going out alone. 

Herbie's lovely Daughter, Debbie, had this to say to her Dad's fans: | just 
want you all to know how much Dad appreciated everyone, and loved that 
everyone remembered him and his music. It meant a lot to him. And, if Dad 
hadn’t been sick, he would have been back in the business, right now, doing a 
lot." There was much for him to do, but, in this life, it just couldn’t be done. In 
another life, where he's defeated his illnesses, regardless of what you believe, 
don't think you've heard the last of Herbie Duncan, 
"OH-HO-HO-BAAAAAAYYYY-BAYY!!!_  YOU-UH-HUH-UH-HUH 
HUH SO KEEN!!!! OH-HO-HO-BAAAAAYYY-BAAAY!!! 

YOU- UH-HUH-UH-HUH SO MEAN!!!! WHEN -A -WE-KISS-MAH-HAHT 
JUST FLIPS!!! JUST-UH-FROM-KISSIN' YER HOT LIPS!!! UH -WELL, 
BAAAAAAAYYYY- BEH!!!! 

YEH, HOT LIPS BABY!! 
Joe Christ - Anyone who met Joe Christ (nee Joe Linhart, and previously known 
as Joe Danger) probably has a good story...or, several. I first met Joe on New 
Year's Eve, 1984, at the relatively new Twilite Room, Dallas’ last real Punk 
venue. He was performing with his band, G-Spot, newly transported from 
Oklahoma. Two guys, a beautiful brunette. No guitars, no bass. Just two mini 
moogs and two modified Farfisas, but, a real drummer. It was actually pretty Pop- 
oriented. Much of Joe's music was. He built himself quite a reputation for shock 
tactics, though usually in a non-musical context. Covered excessively in makeup 
and costume jewelery, and working a blonde Bryan Gregory lock, Joe Danger, as 
he then called himself, cut quite a figure, if a somewhat awkward one, in this 
dingy (though charming) cultural center to an emerging Post-Punk generation. 
Possibilities were everywhere, be it in art, video, film, fashion, and, oh, yeah, 
ZINES (I think our only collaborative effort nearly came about when Joe asked 
me to write some record reviews for a planned zine of his, which never happened. 
Oh, yeah. I did tell him I'd be in one of his movies if he were shooting in Chicago. 
Didn’t happen). But, G-Spot's New Wavish sensibilities were not concurrent with 
the changes in the local music scene. Still, I did like them, and found them all, 
particularly Joe, to be great people. In a short time, they became the house band at 
The Twilite Room, against the wishes of some of it's patrons. It's probable that 
they got the gig because they'd play for free, or close to it. Above all, Joe was a 
real go-getter, who tried very hard to get noticed. He was, to put it bluntly, a 
shameless publicity whore, who'd do anything for attention. He made his first big 
splash when The Twilite Room was still in it's embryonic stage, in late 1983, 
clamoring for a liquor license, but, briefly holding it's own as an all ages venue, 
called "Charlie's Liberty Hall" (after former club owner, Charlie Gilder). On 
November 22, 1983, the 20th Anniversary of The Assassination of President 
Kennedy, Joe Danger and the members of G- Spot (all wearing JFK masks) drove 
past the Book Depository, the site of The Kennedy Assassination, in a black 
Limousine, with Larry Flynt, reportedly, covered in stage blood, shouting "I'M 
SHOT! I'M SHOT!” (you're free to dispute this. I have it on good source that 
Flynt, no stranger to being shot brutally in real life, was in on the gag. I'll forward 
your rebuttals to him). Other bands, most notably The Vomit Pigs, who were 
arrested for setting up and playing on the grassy knoll, tried pulling similar stunts. 
Onlookers were hardly amused, and several followed the limo down to Commerce 
Street, where Joe and his party sought refuge at Gilder’s club (which, by the way, 
was just two doors from the Police station where Oswald was detained, then shot 
by Jack Ruby). Danger's newfound enemies smashed every window in the joint. 
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Did I mention that Joe had a twisted sense of humor? Still, most people knew him 
as a nice, likeable guy (though many changed their views, it's true. Some even 
reneged. The fucker was that charming), who was eager to get involved with the 
burgeoning local music scene (his previous group, the now-collectible Los 
Reactors, from Oklahoma, had split up, and Dallas was just getting it's feet wet 
again, with the demise of the admittedly trendy Ground Zero, and the legendary 
Hot Klub, just before it. The big "D" was JUST as good a place as any for Joe to 
stake his claim. G-Spot, and, later, Joe Christ and The Healing Faith, did not 
become the hottest acts in town, but, Joe was always working some angle, getting 
good, or, at least unusual, spots, supporting, and even headlining over, various 
cult favorites. The Healing Faith debuted on a bill with Johnny Thunders, and 
what was promoted as a Nervebreakers reunion (the Nervebreakers, then off the 
scene for about 5 years, had been Dallas’ top punk band. They have recently 
reformed, and have a new CD on the way) It was, in fact, a Nervebreakers 
offshoot band, Same Old Bastards, with Tex Edwards and Barry Kooda from the 
original group plus, as I recall (remember, I was sober), Patrick "Taz" Bentley 
(Assassins, Western Alliance, Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! -- fronted by Barry Kooda -- 
and The Reverend Horton Heat) and Paul Orr (same credits as above, but 
substitute the latter with T. Tex Edwards and The Swingin’ Cornflake Killers). It 
wasn’t The Nervebreakers I'd waited, several years, to see (i'm still waiting, but, 
that's logistics), but, they rocked, anyway. The Healing Faith's debut went fine, 
but, later, even Joe, who was making a name for himself with his onstage 
shenanigans (i.e. Drinking fake blood from a communal goblet, while rolling his 
eye back to the top of his head, or filling a pinata with pig intestines. He was, 
predictably, shut off before he could go through with that one), had his work cut 
out for for him when he had to follow G.G. Allin's Dallas debut in 1985, He 
simply demanded that someone light some incense (do I have to tell you why?), 
saying, with a laugh, "I'm not even going to pretend to follow that! I'm just going 
to do my show.” When people (who, usually, weren't there) talk about this 
"legendary" show, it never gets mentioned that Joe Christ (acoustic guitar and all!) 
was the main act that night, nor that Cheetah Chrome, a no-show, was on the bill 
as G.G's guitarist (NOR that G.G. did not get stabbed, as it's been frequently 
stated). Joe Christ toiled away, releasing a 12" EP with The Healing Faith 
(comprised of ex G-Spot Members and future Hash Palace members. Actually, G- 
Spot/Healing Faith drummer, Tim Stiles, would later become singer for Below-Fi 
faves, The Mullens). Disbanding the group, he eventually made it up to New York 
to pursue new music projects and finally live his dream of being a filmmaker (Joe 
once told me that he changed his stage name from "Danger" to "Christ" because 
he thought it would great in film credits, particularly John Waters film credits. 
ChrisvDanger still had one last move to make before leaving town to pursue a 
career in "Shock" Cinema, and that was to run for Governor of Texas. One 
promotional, moreso than political, move was to stage a Mass Jaywalking. In 
Dallas (and other Texas towns), under The Jaywalking Statute, at that time, 
pedestrians could be arrested or fined for crossing on the red light, even if it was 
green when they began crossing the street (a friend of mine spent three days in 
jail, because his wife couldn't cough up the $300 bail, for crossing the street on a 
green light that suddenly turned red). Joe Christ had the idea to gather up about 
100 or more supporters to cross on the red light, together. I meant to go, but, I'm 
not even sure it hapened. I think the city got wind of it, interpreted it as a protest 
moreso than a high concept prank , and refused to let it go through. The city 
(you'll note that I called it a town, earlier) of Dallas was still trying to live down 
the protests that accompanied The Rock Against Reagan rally at the '84 
Republican Convention (which G-Spot was tentatively scheduled to perform at). 
When someone asked him, "Hey! Aren't you that asshole that's running for 
Governor?,” he said, "No, You must be thinking of (the incumbent) Bill 
Clements!” While in New York, Joe somehow got Chris Spedding to work in the 
studio under the moniker "Bigger Than God" (a different verion of the group, 
minus Spedding, toured The East Coast). These recordings were pretty rough and 
raw by Spedding's standards -- and even Joe's! —- but they rank as some of Joe 
Christ's best work. Their debut single bore a solid (if unhinged) version of "Fire of 
Love" by (the recently deceased) Jody Reynolds, which had been previously 
covered by The MCS and The Gun Club (the latter being a major influence on 
Joe’s music, along with The Cramps, Iggy, and, I've only recently learned, Roky 
Erickson), and one of the first-ever covers of a Reverend Horton Heat song, the 
suicidal ballad, "Loaded Gun" (Joe Christ, Tav Falco, and even Ronnie Dawson, 
had released covers of Horton's songs before he'd even released his own debut 
single). A soundtrack EP, to his own film, "Acid is Groovy, Kill The Pigs "(based 
on a Manson copycat crime in the late 60s where the real killer left "Helter Skelter 
"-type messages in blood, thinking the Police would blame a nonexistent Hippie 
death cult) was later released, featuring Spedding on one track. The music is more 
Psychedelic, but hard, feedback-drenched Psych, in the Lithium Xmas/early Jesus 
and Mary Chain vein. Mark Ridlen, late of Lithium Xmas, recently confessed to 
helping jump-start Joe's film career, by featuring him in a small role in an 
unfinished epic, starring Tangella, a then-drag performer and great, great, great Q) 
nephew to former "Frankenstein" and "Gunsmoke" star, Glenn Strange (!!!). 
ChristDanger told Ridlen that acting in his film gave him "The Bug.” "Your 
Daughter Died a Virgin" is an effective reworking of the Dylan/Grass Roots fave, 





"Mr. Jones (Ballad of a Thin Man),” and Joe also turned in a credible version of 
Love's classic drug-death ballad, "Signed, D.C.,” a fitting companion piece to 
"Loaded Gun.” By his own admission, Joe was grappling with methamphetamine 
abuse around this time. Though he did, eventually, manage to get himself clear of 
the drug, he was not above lampooning the speed plague that had blazed a trail 
through Dallas by the 80s. The often hilarious film was called "Speed Freaks With 
Guns.” Strange rumors began to circulate around the man. The most legendary, if 
wholly inaccurate, story quickly got around the Southwest, and even made it's 
way up here. After a three-day speed binge, Joe supposedly freaked out, and 
castrated himself. Of course, Joe copped to making the story up, himself 
("Anything for attention."), but some still swore it really happened. The Joe 
Christ-directed documentary, "Freaks, Blood and Mutilations"(sic), actually 
includes footage of a man who'd voluntarily become a eunuch for sexual reasons. 
To protect the man's identity, Joe said that he'd read a transcription of his 
testimony, then had the voice mechanically altered. The revelation that the voice, 
though not the text, was that of Joe Christ, fooled more people int believing that 
it was, indeed, Joe, himself, who'd "posed,” separated from his manhood, in his 
own film. Focusing more on the underground film circuit, and getting into visual 
art, Joe still found time to reform Los Reactors, who did some live shows and 
released a CD comp of earlier recordings, as well as a DVD from a recent 
performance. He also managed to schmooze with quite a few celebrities. He 
finally met his idol, John Waters, who had, earlier, sent him a congratulatory note 
for the "JFK" stunt. Joe told me that Waters called him "Pure Evil". What higher 
praise could he have asked for? Still, it's odd that Waters couldn't see a bit of his 
(early) self in Joe's work. Joe also told me that Glen Danzig was a fan, and that he 
once approached him at a convention to discuss his work. A member of Danzig's 
band told me, "No. Glen would never approach anyone.” Jello Biafra was/is, 
apparently, an enthusiast. He's said to have asked Joe to sign his complete 
collection of records and CDs (including G-Spot's little known debut 45). This is 
quite probable, as, even though Joe Christ's music seldom bordered on punk 
(barrings some of the New York sides), Biafra, to his credit, has been outspoken 
in his love for music well outside the realm of punk. Though Joe loved to tell a 
tall tale or two in his day, the truth was always stranger than fiction. Relocating to 
Manila (telling me he got a kick out of the corrupt regime and wholesale 
executions -- you just had to understand the man's sense of humor, friends...What 
can I say?) he found that he really fit in there, making friends with many of the 
locals, people with whom he didn’t feel a need to rely on shock value. I last saw 
him two years ago when he made a stopover, while temporarily staying in his 
hometown, Atlanta. An abortive film show (he was given a date, but, when no one 
told him yes or no, because no one answered the phone, he left a message saying 
to just expect him, or call back if there was a problem. When he got to Chicago, 
he was told those plans were never set in stone, but, the owner allowed him to 
show his movies earlier in the evening. This would prove to be his last public 
appearance in Chicago, a city that had actually treated him pretty well in the 
past...save for one woman who stormed out of the door, after one of his film 
shows, declaring Christ/Linhart a "Misogynist Pig.” Joe explained the situation to 
the audience, telling them, "It's true. | AM a misogynist pig! But, all the women in 
my films ASKED to be in them. She left in too big of a hurry for me to tell her 
that. Still, she sat through the whole show!” All in all, Joe seemed to be happy, He 
had a really cool girlfriend who seemed to have a calming influence on him 
(though, Joe, for all his pranks and politically incorrect humor, was largely laid 
back). He'd taken up lifting weights, and looked positively asskicking. 52 seems 
like an early age to go out, especially after losing whatever destructive habits he 
may have had, but, he did it his way. If he could speak to us now, I think he'd say 
he had no regrets. 

Drake Levin - Yes, once in a while The Rock'n'Roll Hall of Fame gets it right, 
sort of, by inducting an artist that should have long since had their names printed 
on those $5000 inductiom ceremony tickets. The Dave Clark Five are now in The 
Hall, but, they didn’t make the grade until after two members had died. While The 
DCS are probably the most misunderstood British band of their era, their 
American counterparts, ironically, would have to be PR and The RMFs (Paul 
Revere and the Raiders, Motherfuckers). Misconstrued as a mere "Teeny Bopper" 
band, just because Mark Lindsay was such a handsome bastard (I've met him. He 
still looks great), or, because of their tailored Revolutionary War costumes (which 
looked cool, but proved to be their undoing)...t sure as Hell wasn’t because they 
played wussy music. Their costumes represented the fact that they were all about 
a flying "Fuck You" to the British Invasion (even if they, not-so-secretly, admired 
The Beatles, Stones, Kinks, Animals, etc). They couldn't stand to see their 
Brother bands give up the ship, but, if they had to, they'd hold down the fort, 
alone. Of course, a lot of Garage bands, like The Seeds, The Count V, The Five 
Americans,? and The Mysterians and The 13th Floor Elevators, did get their break 
on The Raiders’ after school super-special, "Where The Action Is,” and score hit 
records, though usually not even close to the amount Paul Raider's Goyish 
(excluding Drake) Marx Bros. of Rock were reeling in....And, hey, how many of 
those records sucked? Hmmmmmmmmmm....I can't think of any, either. Later on, 
with an image makeover, their repertoire became more Pop, but there was always 
room for foot-in-ass rockers like "Let Me" and "Powder Blue Mercedes Queen.” 


How can you knock a track record like "Steppin' Out,” "Hungry,” "The Great 
Airplane Strike,” "Just Like Me,” "Kicks,” "Louie, Go Home ,” to say nothing of 
various LP tracks, their savage version of "(I'm Not Your) Steppin’ Stone" (pre- 
Monkees) and their rollickin' take on "Louie, Louie" (concurrent with The 
Kingsmen's better-known version, which never did, like The Raiders' version, 
contain the word "Fuck". Mark Lindsay, however, can be heard shouting, "Does 
she fuck? That psyches me up!” buried under guitar solo by Drake Levin. DRAKE 
FUCKIN' LEVIN (nee Drake Maxwell Shtuppin' Levinshefski...1 kid. There's no 
"Shtuppin™ in his name."Shtuppin"" is a title), lead guitarist for Paul Revere and 
The Raiders, from their early Instrumental Rock and R'n'B days (which, as Kicks 
magazine once noted, was a band no better, yet, no worse, than a lot of 'em. Still, 
they became the band whose worst beat the competition at their best), The Raiders 
hashed it out on the club and ballroom circuit, but, for two years, would have to 
do so without their namesake. "Well, | Had To Leave Town Because of Uncle 
Sam's Deal!" Paul Revere was drafted into the Army. As a Mennonite, he 
registered as a conscientious objector, and was put on community service, cooking 
in a mental hospital (back then, you could do that). The band went on, as Paul 
Revere's Raiders, with Leon Russell filling in for Revere. Revere returned, and the 
band went from strength to strength, but, Levin, too, got drafted in 1966, by which 
time, the Vietnam War had reared it's ugly head. He joined the National Guard to 
stay out of the war. He was still able to record with the band while in the service. 
This was, undoubtedly, an indication of what high regard producer Terry Melcher 
and Revere, himself, held Drake in. After all, it was a known fact that studio 
musicians were often brought in to fill the gaps. Even Paul Revere is reported to 
have quit playing in the studio as of right around this time, but he had veto power 
over what would be released. In the late 60s, when the allure of being "Teen 
Idols" began to wear off, Levin, Bassist, Phil "Fang" Volk and drummer Mark 
"Smitty" Smith, the core of the classic lineup, turned in their walking papers. 
Reportedly, Revere's staunch anti-potsmoking stance had as much, or more, to do 
with their departure than musical differences. The three of them formed a new 
group, Brotherhood, who weren’t lacking in commercial appeal, but, never really 
took off, Paul Revere and The Raiders (with Smitty back in the fold by 1971) kept 
going until 1975 (Paul obtained the rights to perform under the name in '76, and 
put together a new, Oldies/Vegas-oriented version, of the band with some ex- 
members of the final Revere/Lindsay lineup, and former singer from the Disco 
hitmakers, Foxy, and Latin Rockers, Kracker, Omar Martinez). The Bicentennial 
angle meant LOTS of work. Other former members of the group turned up doing 
studio work (Drake playing with the likes of Emitt Rhodes and Lee Michaels), 
and performing together in various musical outfits. The classic band did a one- 
shot reunion on a Dick Clark special in The 80s. A few years back, Ugly Things 
ran a report on what looked like a sensational show. Basically a Raiders reunion, 
the '67 lineup, minus Paul Revere. Levin also performed with Phil Volk (who also 
joined The Grass Roots), many times, in later years. Drake Levin eventually lost 




















his life after a long bout with cancer. But, leaving this life meant leaving cancer in 
the dust, forever. Perhaps The Hall of Fame will recognize Paul Revere and The 
Raiders, now that their members are starting to drop (Smitty passed several years 
ago). But, if they don't, to Hell with ‘em. STOMP, SHOUT, AND WORK IT ON 
OUT!!!!!! HEY! 
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Sam Butera - The honkin' saxman who brought New Orleans to Las Vegas kept 
working until he was nearly 80. He became a cult hero with Rock'n'Roll and 
Rockabilly revivalists (he was, apparently, taken aback by all the strange-looking 
young men asking for autographs after a show that coincided with The Viva Las 








Vegas festival). He managed to take advantage of the attention suddenly being 
paid his work with Louis Prima in the 90s, by putting on a very well-received 
tribute to Prima, with Prima's former wife and singing partner, Keely Smith. 
Butera had been singing many of Louis’ songs, anyway, since Prima's death in 
1975. Sam sang in a similar register to his late bandleader and friend, anyway. 
Songs in the key of FUN! The Sam and Keely show, sadly, didn’t last too long, 
and the two went back to solo careers. Sam alternated his home and his work 
between New Orleans and Las Vegas. King Louis, from The Royal Pendletons, 
told me he was taken aback to learn that a regular customer at the Hardware Store 
where he was employed, a "Mr, Butera,” was in fact, Sam "THE MAN" Butera. 
This was a lot to take in. Butera kept working until almost the end of his life, 
retiring just a few years ago. He released a fine live album just prior to that, on, 
Get Hip, would you believe? But, the real story happened in 1956. Rock'n'Roll 
had conquered the world, but a certain, formerly hitmaking, Paisan by the name of 
Louis Prima was in search of the formula for the wildest, most entertaining stage 
show ever seen, in Las Vegas or elsewhere, one that would get ‘em all rockin’, 
regardless of age or affiliation. His Goombahs, The Treniers were already doing 
the same thing. Probably not intentionally trying to cut in on The Treniers' action, 
it was plain to see he meant to put on a show that was as good, if not better. Both 
parties could be seen hanging out together at various hotspots like Wildwood, 
New Jersey, with the likes of Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin, Sammy Davis, Jr., not 
to mention Chicago's own, multitalented, Frank D'rone. Butera got the itch early 
on, picking up the saxophone at the age of seven. By the age of 20, he was playing 
in Tommy Dorsey's orchestra. The Big Band era was winding down by The Fifties 
(though Tommy and Jimmy Dorsey were hosting their own TV show), and 
roadwork was becoming scarce, so, Sam struck out on his own, retuming to his 
home base of New Orleans. He became an instant smash at the legendary 500 
Club, owned by Louis Prima's brother, Leon. Louis Prima called and told Butera 
to put together a band at once, and make it up to Vegas. In his haste, he forgot to 
come up with a band name. Louis asked Sam, on stage, what the name of his band 
was, and he replied, right off the top of his head, "The Witnesses.” Louis Prima, 
Keely Smith, and bandleader, Sam Butera, now had the formula for one of the 
most sensational acts in showbiz. The natural chemistry the three had together 
could not be topped, and it could not be bought. Prima and Butera made musical 
gold through Vegas and Atlantic City bookings, and all the finest funspots in 
between, multiple appearances on "The Ed Sullivan Show,” and the so 
entertaining, its not funny (but, it is!) full length feature film, "Hey Boy, Hey 
Girl!,” plus a second picture, "The Continental Twist,” co-starring the (still!) 
ravishing buxotic beauty, June Wilkinson (Louis and Keely had divorced by then; 
Prima and Wilkinson were an item) and, of course, an avalanche of quality vinyl 
for Capitol (and, later, Prima's own label, "Prima"), pretty much all of which 
holds up today. Sam wasn’t doing too bad, either, recording his own brand of 
N'awlins party music on albums like "The Wildest Clan" and "The Big Horn,” 
plus the excellent "Crime Jazz" soundtrack to the Tony Curtis /Debbie Reynolds 
vehicle, "The Rat Race.” His Rock'n'Roll hit "Bim Bam" is still a dance fave in 
50s R'n'R circles in The U.S. and Europe. In the 60s, when their sound fell out of 
favor, though bookings and TV appearances were seldom in shortage, they 
basically did the same thing, albeit with a different cast. Prima's last wife, Gia 
Maione, sang duets with Louis, and the occasional solo number. Legendary 60s 
Texas Rocker, Floyd Dakil (of "Dance, Fanny, Dance,” "Kitty, Kitty" and "Bad 
Boy" greatness), even toured with the band as lead guitarist. Of course, the best 
known Prima/Butera collaboration of that period had to be "I Wanna Be Like 
You" for Walt Disney's "The Jungle Book,” in which Prima not only sang, healso 
did the speaking voice for the character, "King Louis,” a character he seemed 
destined to portray, seeing as how Fred Flintstone was already sewn up. In fact, 
Prima's music appears on the soundtrack to "The Man Called Flintstone,” a 
fulllength feature based on the T.V. cartoon show. The soundtrack LP (on Hanna 
Barbera Records, for which Louis and Sam recorded an LP), while actually quite 
good, doesn’t include that material. Even under the auspices of Columbia Special 
Products, the gang recorded a 3 LP set, mostly of remakes, that refuses to 
acknowledge the 60s ever happened. Prima's death did not deter Butera from 
performing a good 30 years, keeping his buddy's legacy alive, and bringing the 
people lots of good times. For whatever reason, though, Sam was not allowed to 
perform under the name, "The Witnesses,” so, he had to conceive of a new band 
name. What did people call him? The Wildest, of course. So, as The Wildest, Sam 
and band began. A fine live LP, "By Request,” recorded in the 70s, found Butera 
performing versions of the Louis Prima numbers that are as good, possibly better 
(the version of "Old Man Mose,” here, is a muther!). More famously, Sam called 
David Lee Roth out for covering his arrangement of "Just a Gigolo,” for which he 
wasn’t paid (don't ask me what went down between he and Brian Setzer!). Sam 
took the matter to a higher power. Space Ghost. But, through it all, Sam Butera 
did his thing, and it WAS his thing, because nobody else could do it. When he 
was FINALLY booked to play The New Orleans Jazzfest for the first time, shortly 
before retiring, he told his audience, "I'm gonna play the old stuff, something you 
can relate to. I ain't gonna play none of that NEW shit.” 

Bob Bogle - Honestly, you tell me. Where were you when you bought your first 
Ventures LP? Admit it, you were in a THRIFT STORE. If I'm lyin’, Liv Tyler's 


yelling at me right now to wrap this thing up, and come to bed. The fact that 
Ventures records used to be common, but cherished, finds at The Salvation 
Army/Goodwill axis and their struggling sister stores takes NOTHING away from 
their musical value. Take away that idiot notion that all their songs sound like 
"Walk, Don't Run,” and you'll find some real gems on nearly every one of their 
records, even in the 70s. Hell, even in the 90s! If you were fortunate enough, as | 
was, to have seen them in the past 10 years or so, you'd have found that not only 
were they still doing virtually the same set from their stellar "Live in Japan, '65" 
CD (more on that in a moment), BUT THEY SOUNDED JUST LIKE IT, TOO!!! 
It's plain as day, The Ventures did not invent Surf-Rock (as a matter of fact, they 
really didn’t play all that much of it) or even Instrumental Rock, but, what they 
DID do was define the tradition. In the wild, wild Northwest in 1958, where The 
Wailers were already in the starting gate, The Ventures were formed in almost 
exactly the same manner as the nucleus of a band that would also prominently 
utilize the Mosrite Guitar (after, of course, The Ventures), The Ramones. In 
Tacoma, Washington , Bob Bogle was laying bricks at a building site (just as The 
Troggs' Reg Presley was, the minute he learned "Wild Thing” was racing up to the 
top of the charts). Bogle played guitar in his spare time, as did his co-worker and 
buddy, Don Wilson. The two hit upon the idea to start a group, and, went into a 
pawn shop and bought electric guitars (just like Johnny and Dee Dee), and began 
recording with still no permanent rhythm section (a few of their early LPs had 
them billed as a duo). Their second 45, "Walk, Don't Run,” ran, and didn’t walk, 
up the charts, making # 2 in The U.S. in 1960. They were still doing masonry 
work when they got the word. The song, itself, didn’t come out of thin air. It was 
written by Jazz guitarist Johnny Smith. Bogle leamed the song from a recording 
by Chet Atkins. The Ventures ' version, however, was uniquely their own, and it 
jump-started a million guitars, as Instrumental Rock was fast becoming the 
antidote to sappy Teen Idol schmaltz. Bands that couldn't, or wouldn't, really 
sing, could get around that drawback for about five more years, and express some 
teenage rage in a different way. The British Invasion would change all that, but 
England produced some of The Ventures' only true competition at the time, The 
Shadows. Though The Shadows, as fuckin' ace as they were, never made any 
noise over here, the only pre-Beatles Rock hit in the U.S. was, yep, you guessed 
it, an instrumental, "Telstar,” by The Tornados, The band went from strength to 
strength, proving themselves an album, as well as a singles, band (still a rarity at 
the time. The fact that they sold so many albums explains their one time ubiquity 
in thrift stores). Exciting and dynamic cuts like "The Cruel Sea,” "Lullaby of The 
Leaves,” "No Trespassing,” and their distinctive version of "Caravan" defined a 
sound and a generation. With no language barrier issues to get in the way, 
Ventures records were topping the charts in Europe and Japan, The Japanese were 
enamored with the group (and still are. Last I heard, they were the #2 touring band 
in Japan), and they even made a feature length film, "Beloved Invaders" strictly 
for the Japanese market. The film featured snippets of Japanese Ventures wannabe 
bands, and an unknown "Group Sound" band or two. Our boys are seen doing 
what they do best, playing live. For the most part, they stood like statues (as they 
did the one time I saw them), directing all their inner energies into playing their 
music, not into putting on a visual show, as such. But, they looked cool, so that's 
irrelevant. Besides, The Ramones would prove to be much the same, in concert.). 
They're also seen digging the many beautiful and historic wonders of their host 
country...however, you'll probably be somewhat bemused to see the band 
speaking in dubbed Japanese! The Rising Sun would never set on their popularity, 
and, even in the 90s, they were still recording good live CDs (one even featured 
an instrumental version of Group Sound kings The Spiders' big hit, "Furi Furi 
'65") in their adopted second homeland. The classic Ventures lineup would consist 
of Bogle on Lead Guitar (later, Bass), Wilson on rhythm, Nokie Edwards (on 
Bass, then Guitar) and drummer, Mel Taylor. A revolving door policy was later 
put into effect, as illness, and, sadly, death, would put what has proven to be a 
life's work on halt (when Mel Taylor passed away, several years ago, his son 
became his successor). Even if the classic Ventures sound became passe to the 
average mid-60s to early-70s record buyer, they did their best to keep up with the 
current trends. Whether this helped or hurt them didn’t seem to matter. Atypical of 
their guitar sounds, perhaps, were fuzztone freakouts like the insane rendering of 
"Flight of The Bumblebee,” released on a two-sided single as "The 2000 Lb. 
Bee.” John Belushi (known to dress as a bee, in his day) loved the song. It was 
even played at his funeral. "The Creeper" (from the excellent "Walk, Don't Run 
'64." LP, which found Bogle and Edwards switching instruments. It's all good) 
sounds like "Peter Gunn" or "Batman" played backward through a swamp. It 
sounds like The Cramps before there was such a THANG. Later in the 60s, the 
band had a big hit with a distinctive, if more orchestrated, version of the “Hawaii 
5-0" theme, which featured, in and among the studio musicians, John Durrill, late 
of the Five Americans, on keyboards. Durrill joined the group in their (largely 
forgotten or discredited) "Hard Rock/Psych " phase. Personally, I dig that stuff. 
Their screamin’ guitar versions of "Down on Me,” "Fire,” "Sunshine of Your 
Love" and Blue Cheer's "Summertime Blues" have got to be heard to be believed. 
By the early 70s, when Instrumental hits of any kind were on their way out, The 
Ventures could still be heard, doing credible versions of "Theme From Shaft,” 
“Frankenstein,” "Soul Makosa,” but, no "Rock 'n' Roll Pt. 2,” surprisingly. If 








anyone was offended by such vulgar concessions to the polyester phase (when 
even early patrons of CBGBs were wearing flares, so, just get over it), they 
needn't have been. The album "Rock'n'Roll Forever" was an attempt to restore 
their 50s and early 60s roots. But, as always, their live shows were their real 
strength. It was amazing, to me, to see how they got those little sounds in the 
studio, by seeing them done LIVE. Like the little whispy sounds on "Apache.” 
They were really just a matter of how Bogle tickled the strings, no elaborate 
effects set-up. In fact, on one of their finest albums, "The Ventures in Space,” the 
liner notes are quick to point out that the discordant effects on the LP were done 
without the use of guitar pedals of any kind In recent years, Nokie Edwards 
returned to the fold. I went to buy a ticket, some 20 years ago, to a Ventures gig, 
but was told it was cancelled due to health issues with Edwards. Later, I heaxi that 
his health was not the reason for his long sabbatical, and, not being The Amazing 
Kreskin, I don't have a clue what it was. Nokie rejoined The Ventures, at first as a 
special guest, then, as a full time member. As Bogle's health went into severe 
decline, from non-Hodgkins Lymphoma, the band held things together, with 
Edwards back at the front line, even recently recording a collaborative CD with 
The Wailers. Don Wilson called Bogle "The Brother I never had." and "The most 
unique-sounding guitarist, ever.” and said that the last four years of his life were 
“not pleasant at all...It's kind of a blessing that he doesn’t have to endure that pain, 
anymore.” But, The Ventures will stand. They're Northwest Boys, like Fred Cole, 
Mark Lindsay, The Sonics, The Wailers, Girl Trouble (when YOUR band hits the 
25 year mark, you can laugh). Tougher than nails, Stronger Than Dirt, Life, bring 
it on, cos you can't make ‘em hurt. 

They, too, did their thing: You Know Who. Wayman Tisdale (basketball star. No relation to 
our reviewer), Walter Cronkite, Wayne Allwine (voice of Mickey Mouse for over 30 years), 
Jay Bennett (Wilco), Don Edmonds (director, The "Ilsa" series), David Carradine, Farrah 
Fawcett, Koko Taylor, Dave Hill (Dallas Punk and New Wave bands NCM, Whiteman), 
Newt Heisley (designed P.O.W/M.LA. flag), Dom Deluise, Micky Carrol (munchkin town 
crier in "The Wizard of Oz,” "Mickey" in "Our Gang" shorts. Note: Carrol was not a "Little 
Person.” Some of The Munchkins were played by children), Clarence Swensen (munchkin 
soldier. Swensen was a "Little Person"), Randall Bewley ("Carry On " Films, "Dad's Army" - 
classic UK T.V. Comedy), Brian "Renfield" Nelson (personal Assistant and Archivist to Alice 
Cooper. Largely responsible for the original, surviving, Alice Cooper Group's two-to date- 
reunion shows), Huey Long (the Inkspots. Lived to be 105), Barry Beckett (Muscle Shoals 
Rhythm Section) Murasaki Yamada (manga artist), Kiyoshiro Imawano (Japan's "King of 
Rock,” worked with the groups ReSuccession and Reiichi in Japan, and even recorded with 
Booker T. and The M.G.s. He also did voiceover work for the Japanese language version of 
"Spongebob Squarepants"), Vern Gosdin, Beatrice Arthur, "Playboy" Buddy Rose (wrestled 
with WFW, others), Ken Annaham (director-"The Longest Day,” "Battle of The Bulge") , 
Marilyn Cooper (Broadway star-Original "West Side Story" cast, "Mame,” "Gypsy"), Marilyn 








Chambers (adult Film Superstar. Concurrently appeared in "Behind The Green Door" and as 
the young mom on the "Ivory Snow" carton, though, predictably, not for long. Starred in 
David Cronenberg's "Rabid,” hosted and acted in several R-Rated sex films, and even ran for 
Vice President), Jack Wrangler (openly Gay Film star, appeared in Gay and Straight Adult 
titles), Tom Paton (manager/Spokesman for The Bay City Rollers. Involved in some rather 
ugly sex scandals), Ricardo Montalban (took the fall in "The Corinthian Leather Scandal"), 
David Winans, Nancy Overton (singer, Chordettes), Randy Cain (singer, Delfonics), Tony D 
(hip Hop DJ), Al Rosenbaum (sculptor, co-founder, Virginia Holocaust Museum), Bud Shank 
(alto sax/flute w/ Stan Kenton), Frank Springer (comic artist, Dell, DC, and Marvel Nick 
Fury, “Captain Marvel,” as in " Mar-Vell"), Ean Evans (later Lynyrd Skynyrd Bassist), Pat 
Hingle (Commissioner Gordon, "Batman" film series),Wendy Richard (Miss Brahms-"Are 
You Being Served ,” "Dad's Army,” "Sammy Meets The Girls" with Sammy Davis, Jr), 
Randall Bewley (guitarist, Pylon), Eddie Bo, Antoinette K-Doe (widow of Ernie K -Doe. 
Owned "Mother-In-Law Lounge” in New Orleans), Robert Quarry ("Count Yorga,Vampire,” 
"Return of Count Yorga,” played opposite Vincent Price in "Madhouse" and "Dr. Phibes 
Rises Again". He was being groomed to usurp Price's Horror throne. Didn't happen) Kelly 
Groucutt (bassist, ELO), Dondi Ledesme (filipino Prog Rock star), Joe Cuba, Buck Griffin 
(member, "Big D Jamboree,” wrote "Let's Elope, Baby" for Janis Martin), Francisco Flores 
Trinindad (first, and only, Asian-American Cartoonist syndicated in a major metropolitan 
newspaper), Estelle Bennett (Ronnettes), Vic Lewis (British Jazz Guitarist), Blossom Dearie 
(singer, "Schoolhouse Rock,” solo Jazz artist), Molly Bee (" I Saw Mommy Kissing Santa 
Claus"), Reg Evans (Mr. Cocker -,"Are You Being Served?,” Station Master-"Mad Max"), Ed 
Schwartz ("Chicago Ed,” Chicago Radio Personality and Humanitarian), Tom Brumley (Buck 
Owens’ Buckaroos), Max Neuhaus (experimental percussionist. credited with giving one of 
the first live Electronic Music concerts), Jimmy Boyd, Alan W. Livingston (president of 
Capitol Records, creator of Bozo The Clown), Jean Martin ("Battle of Algiers,” "Day of The 
Jackal"), Dave Dee (Dave Dee, Dozy, Beaky, Mick and Tich. Previously a Police Cadet, one 
of the first to arrive at Eddie Cochran's death scene. Successful A&R Manager. Defamed 
Glam Rock in Melody Maker. Idolized by a nervous Dee Dee Ramone, who puked when they 
met), Jon Hager (of The Hager Twins, "Hee Haw"), Cheryl Holdridge (former Mousketeer, 
Wally's girlfriend, "Judy Foster,” on "Leave it To Beaver,” pkyed "Betty" in an unsold 
"Archie" TV plot, appeared in "The Flintstones in " Viva Rock Vegas ",” and rumored to be 
one of Elvis ' girlfriends), John Scott Martin (Dalek operator, "Dr.Who" TV series), Bob May 
("The Robot" on "Lost in Space,” not to be confused with " Robbie The Robot"), Sam 
"Bluzman" Taylor (drummer, Joey Dee and The Starliters, B.T. Express Wrote "Do It Til 
You're Satisfied"), Bob Lazarus (Stand Up Comedian), Patrick McGoohan ("The Prisoner,” 
"Braveheart"), Eddie Logan (Negro League Baseball player), Dewey Martin (drummer, 
Buffalo Springfield), Hank Crawford (saxophonist, Ray Charles. Longtime collaborator with 
Jimmy McGriff), David "Fathead" Newman (saxophonist, Flautist, Ray Charles. Solo artist, 
also recorded on "Doug Sahm and Band" with Sahm, Bob Dylan and Dr John), John Martyn 
(British Folk/Rock and Experimental guitarist), Billy Powell (pianist, Lynryrd Skynyrd), Blair 
Lent (wrote and illustrated "Tikki Tikki Tembo"), Mickey Gee (guitarist-Tom Jones, Dave 
Edmunds, Shakin’ Stevens. Also played in Willie and The Poor Boys with Bill Wyman, and 
with Carl Perkins on the "Rockabilly Session" TV special), Gary Kurfirst (producer, 
Promoter, Record Label Executive. Managed The Ramones, Blondie ,Talking Heads, B-52s, 
Peter Tosh, Toots and The Maytals, etc. Established Singer Bowl, later The Fillmore East, and 
spearheaded The 1968 New York Rock Festival, one of the first major Rock Festivals, which 
influenced the development of Woodstock and others), Andy De Mike (drummer, 
Nekromantiks), Ben Hartigan ("Dallas,” "Dynasty"), Harold Morse (beat Poet, Gay Activist), 
Michael Roof ("Dukes of Hazard,” "Black Hawk Down,” "xXx,”), Dave Simons (artist 
Marvel Comics), Hugh Hopper (bassist, Soft Machine), Del Monroe ("Voyage To The 
Bottom of The Sea"), Mort Abrahams (producer, Planet of The Apes, Man From U.N.C.L.E), 
Also, a racing horse called "Adult Film Star" (isn’t that usually the other way around?) and 
The former "First Cat" (during King George II's reign) passed away recently. 
Friends on The Mend: Exene Cervenka (X, The Knitters), Knox (the Vibrators, Fallen 
Angels), Kenny Daniel (Kenny and The Kasuals), "Hurricane" Duane Thomas (Johnny and 
The Hurricanes), Dan Clowes (genius), Earl Carter (Riptones, Deacons), Anna Banana, 
Edojira (Monster Island, Iron Bong), Stevie in P.V., Soupy Sales , Aunt Nancy, Aunt 
Maureen, THE BEAUTY ON DUTY (AND LOOKIN' ROOTY!!), MY MY MY MY MY 
MY MY MY MY'!!!!!! WOOOOOOOCOOOO00000000000000000!!!!_ LITTLE 
RICHARD!!! THE KING OF ROCK 'N'ROLL ! And....SHUT UP!!!!!!! 
Welcome back: Rockin' Johnny. Bloodshot Bill-We want him Back in The USA, eh? eh? 

time backing Pandy The Explosives, have parted, amicably. 
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AND | WONDER WHAT THEY ARE SAYING 
PUSHIN’ NATURE 790 FAR (Too HARD.) : 
PUSHIN’ TOOHARD ON AMERICA, 

PUSHIN’ TOO HARDON RUSSIA. 

You BETTER LISTEN WHAT THE PEOPLE SAY 

SOMEBODY'S GONNA HAVE TO PAY 


= TART To CHANGE Your WAYS 
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By John Battles - The man who went on to become known as The Prince 
of Punks and a harbinger of Flower Power and Psychedelia came from 
relatively humble beginnings. Born Richard Marsh in Salt Lake City, 
Utah, and raised in the Mormon faith, Saxon began his musical career as 
Little Richie Marsh in the late 50s. While an earlier, unreleased 
Rockabilly recording is feared to be lost forever (AAAGGGGGHH!!!), 
the young Mr. Marsh released several teenybopper songs in the early 
60s, some of which, like "Go Ahead and Cry" and "Do The Swim,” 
(which, we're told, predated Bobby Freeman's unrelated hit song of the 
same name) were decent Pop-Rockers, not flat-out wild. Another 
number, "They Say,” was co-written with Pat Vegas, later of Redbone 
("Come and Get Your Love,” "The Witch Queen of New Orleans"). But 
these sides were mainly cut during that ‘tween time, before The Beatles 
and The Stones changed everything, and bear a sometimes 
uncomfortable resemblance to the Teen Idol stuff that was happening at 
the time, compounded with a love for 50s love songs that had a long way 
to go, as far as a noticeable revival was concerned. Playing briefly in a 
band called The Amoeba (a far more psychedelic group name than The 
Seeds) with guitarist and full-blooded Native American Jan Savage 
(pron. "Jan,” not "Yahn”), the two made Los Angeles their base. Sky 
stated that they had a go at it as The Vikings ("We wore fur vests before 
Sonny and Cher, but, they were fake fur, because we couldn’t afford real 
ones."). When that didn’t take off,they morphed into The Seeds in 1965, 
and released their first single, "Can't Seem To Make You Mine,” a 
unique little number to say the least, but when it (and the killer diller 
Little Richard homage, “Daisie Mae,” on the flipside) didn’t take off, the 
single was put on ice for a while (a common practice at the time), and 
was then re-released to far better response. With Daryl Hopper’s pre- 
Doors, almost 19th century, semi-Classical keyboard sound, and Sky's 
drawled syllables, and gruff, but heartfelt, delivery, to say nothing of Jan 
Savage's bluesy leads and fills, this was a record that demanded your 
attention. Predictably, one reason for the band name was that they were 
"Seedy" in appearance. For a short time, they must have had the longest 
hair of any group on the planet. Sky Saxon can be seen in the audience 
shots with his friend (and ours) and fellow longhair, Johnny Legend, in 
the movie, "The Big T.N.T Show" Their hair is so long, it's absolutely 
jaw-dropping, and this was in 1964!!! The Stones had nothing on these 
boys. Richie Marsh's friends encouraged him to adopt the stage name he 
was toying with, and Sky Saxon was born. Soon, The Seeds recorded 
their breakthrough hit, and signature song,"Pushin' Too Hard." Still the 
original punk mantra, it is widely believed to have been written in 15 
minutes while Sky was waiting for his girlfriend in a grocery store 
parking lot ("Any song that takes more than 15 minutes to write isn’t 
worth it. "-Sky). Extrapolating on this idea, Saxon further clarified that 
the song was written about his being unable to leave his house or get out 
of his car without getting into a fight, on account of his groovy threads 
and proto-Ramones hair. Though always describing himself as a pacifist, 
the unprovoked attacks must have long since worked his last good nerve. 
The "Gurl" at the supermarket may have simply been the last straw. For 
that, I hope he thanked her. The inner anger proved a catalyst for a huge 
hit record, one that would turn up for years on oldies comps and radio 
stations, in several films, as well as on hipster friendly collections like 
The Nuggets Box Set. "Pushin' Too Hard" would go on to be covered by 
artists as diverse as the aforementioned Johnny Legend, Pere Ubu, The 
Damned (as Naz Nomad and The Nightmares), The Zeros, Manic 
Hispanic, The Sonics, and even The Shitty Beatles. The Damned invited 
Sky on stage to do an extended version of "Pushin" in San Francisco last 
year. Reportedly, Captain Sensible looked like he was in Heaven. It was 
the start of a formula, too, though it would be ludicrous to call The Seeds 
a one-trick pony. They did stray from the similarities of (admittedly 
great) songs like "No Escape,” "Lose Your Mind" and "Girl, I Want 
You" in ways that were more subtle than most. While "Up in Her Room" 
(the longest rock song upon it's release) gets compared to "Gloria" as 
often as not, parts of it could have seriously inspired "Sister Ray." Even 
"Girl, | Want You" appears to have inspired "Pink Stainless Tail" by The 
Red Crayola. Listen to the fuzztone freakout of "Evil Hoodoo" 
(apparently featuring future Elvis Presley bassist, Jerry Sceff on the 
thoroughly whacked fuzz bass), and tell me Jim Morrison was 
"Shamanistic.” HA! Sky would dance as though in a voodoo-induced 





trance, even on the shortlived whitebread T.V. series,"The Mothers-In- 
Law" (a Desi Arnaz joint, starring Kaye Ballard), in which a cataclysmic 
rendering of "Pushin' Too Hard" nearly wrecked the whole set, and could 
only be followed by Joe Besser and his marching band playing "Some 
Enchanted Evening" with the show's stars. In the end, Sky proclaims, 
"That's freaky! Mind if we join ya?,” and both parties "jam.” While 
accolades from Rock heavies were slow in arriving, Frank Zappa once 
said, when asked about The Stooges, "They remind me of Sky Saxon and 
The Seeds. Except Sky's a better dancer.” The Doors, who used to open 
for The Seeds, would soon eclipse them, and not acknowledge their 
influence, even though the Seeds had paved the way for their keyboard 
sound, with the bass pedal substituting for an actual bass, and, generally, 
left the floor open for a more sophisticated take on their own proto- 
psychedelic Blues Rock. Jim Morrison generally brought out macho 
fantasies of domination in young males, whereas Sky Saxon was all 
about making sweet, sweet love to the ladies, and treating them gently. 
Jeff Jarema, from Here 'Tis magazine, met a former scenester in L.A. 
who said she slept with both Saxon and Morrison, and that it was no 
contest, Sky was, by far, the better lover. Like The Doors, however, Sky 
Saxon and The Seeds seemed to have a "Mystique" about them... Which 
brings up another controversy. A mysterious Marcus Tybalt is credited 
with producing The Seeds' albums. Tybalt is generally believed to be 
Saxon working under a pseudonym. Sky defended this idea, saying that 
Marcus Tybalt was supposed to be like an old man who lived in the hills 
with his dogs, a personna he lived out in later years. A lot of people don't 
believe Saxon could have produced these records (why not? They're his 
songs). Others, still, don't think he ever played bass on The Seeds' studio 
recordings, as listed. I couldn’t tell you what is what. The band soldiered 
on, appearing on other T.V. shows, such as American Bandstand, Where 
The Action Is, Shebang, and in the classic A.I.P Drugsploitation film, 
Psych-Out, starring Jack Nicholson, Susan Strasberg, and Bruce Dern, as 
well as The Strawberry Alarm Clock. Their scene, performing in a 
cemetery, at a mock funeral, is quite telling. The sequence ushers in both 
the era of Flower Power (a term that Sky is credited with coining), and 
the death of the Hippie (young people, objecting to the use of the term, 
had already staged real-life ceremonies to lay to rest the term "Hippie,” 
wishing to be called Free Americans or "Freebies,” instead. Didnt make 
it out of the starting gate), but mainly, man's right to deny and rebuke his 
right to kill. When The Seeds arrive, the once genuinely mournful and 
angry observation of a (seemingly) lost life is disrupted when the 
"Deceased" returns to dry hump his lady friend, both are covered in 
flowers as The Seeds mime to the rather unusual "Two Fingers Pointing 
Right on You,” with Sky looking particularly flash in colorful, tailored 
Mod clothes, with shorter, carefully styled hair. The Seeds, suddenly, 
weren't so seedy. They still looked cool. By 1967, The Seeds were still 
regarded as "Primitive,” but they continued selling records. Songs like 
the beautifully constructed mid-paced rocker, "Mr. Farmer" and the 
effects-laden "Tripmaker" (which featured some of Saxan's most crazed, 
snarling vocals ever) were frequently accused of being prodrug songs. 
Saxon explained that "Farmer" was merely about going back to the land, 
and growing your own food (an idea which did catch on in a big way), 
while "Tripmaker" was all the song said it was, except that it was, in 
Sky's words, a warning AGAINST the drug scene, no doubt meaning the 
harder drugs that were coming in, much like "The Pusher" by 
Steppenwolf. I was told, that on copies of a recent Seeds box set, 
"Tripmaker" appears in "Mash Up" form with "Rhiannon" by Fleetwood 
Mac (a sick joke, perhaps?). In any case, both "The Seeds " and "A Web 
of Sound,” the group's first two albums, come highly recommended. 
From there, things get a little strange. The highlight of the band's third 
LP, “Future,” "Out of The Question,” had actually been recorded two 
years earlier, according to Saxon, as a proposed B-side to "Pushin Too 
Hard.” Sky further claimed that the song clocked in at over five minutes 
in it's unedited form (which, if it exists, hasn’t turned up). At any rate, 
it's a super killer fuzz punker with some of Saxon's snottiest gurl 
putdown vocals (barring possibly "You Can't Be Trusted" from the first 
LP). Much of "Future" appears to be influenced by Children's music as 
well as the burgeoning Psychedelia that drew from the earlier Seeds in 
the first place. It might not grow on you as quickly as it's predecessors, 
but, then again, it might. Flower Power was in bloom, and The Seeds 


were staking their claim. If you can find the album, with the two band 
photo inserts, and the pictures of handpainted flowers, you get extra 
bonus points. The band also released a blues album, "A Full Spoon of 
Seedy Blues,” which you should find enjoyable IF you don't expect it to 
be a pure blues affair, or even as scholarly as established White Blues 
artists like The Paul Butterfield Blues Band. In fact, a temporary name 
change to The Sky Saxon Blues Band may have been a nod to 
Butterfield. It's no more inside-out than Muddy Waters’ now-revered 
"Electric Mud.” In fact, a chance meeting (in a grocery store) between 
Sky Saxon and Muddy Waters led to the use of an unreleased Waters 
original, "Plain Spoken,” and liner notes by the master himself. Muddy 
seems to have thought very highly of the boys, as he called them "An 
American Rolling Stones.” A "Live" LP was comprised of several, 
excellent, new numbers and good remakes of their earlier tunes (this 
was, roughly, 1968, and, while the classic Seeds sound was falling out of 
favor, they were still in demand as a live attraction in the L.A. club 
scene). A fake audience was dubbed in from a Beach Boys concert, 
though the music stands on it's own (a bootleg recording from this same 
period, with many of the same tunes, bears this out). The band was 
getting into some interesting innovations that they may never receive full 
credit for. "Night Time Girl" featured a bizarre new experimental 
instrument designed by Vox, a guitar with a builtin synthesizer. Vox 
wanted Jan Savage to have first crack at it, and it would appear that no 
other band has utilized that make and model instrument, since. it's not 
one of those things you may have heard Edgar Winter or Head East play. 
Apparently, there were only three made. Whoever owns them has got 
major bragging rights, though it was apparently very awkward to play. " 
The Gypsy Plays the Drums" found Sky really drawing out his syllables 
with a venomous, droning sound, not unlike John Lydon on tracks like 
"The Flowers of Romance". The music is similar, too. The terrific 
"Satisfy You,” one of the last songs written by Sky Saxon for the 
original Seeds, seemed to suggest a forward trend in composition and 
lyrical wordplay ("If you got your radio, T.V. guide, so I can satisfy you, 
girl..."). It was released as a single (in a plastic picture sleeve), which 
didn’t do much, though an excellent studio version turns up on the 
highly-recommended "Travel With Your Mind" CD collection, which 
includes previously unreleased takes, undubbed songs from the "Live" 
LP, songs that had appeared on the fine "Falling off The Edge of My 
Mind" collection, like the Kim Fowley-produced title track, something of 
an anomaly for The Seeds, a bonafide early Country Rocker with strong 
steel guitar interplay from the highly regarded session man, Red Rhodes 
(who also worked with Fowley on Gene Vincent's respectable comeback 
attempt, "I'm Back and I'm Back and I'm Proud" for John Peel's 
Dandelion label), and "Wild Blood ,” a direct cop of The Troggs' "I Can't 
Control Myself,” with Fowley making strange noises during the breaks 
But the end was in sight. As the story goes, Neil Young was in 
attendence at The Seeds' final show, and, unable to control himself, 
jumped up onstage to join the band for an unplanned extended version of 
"Pushin' Too Hard.” The band, from there, fell apart. Sky eventually 
resurfaced with a new version of The Seeds in the early 70s, when their 
sound would have been REALLY considered dated to most people. The 
new band (known only as Rob, Chip and John. No other info seems to 
have surfaced) actually landed a contract with MGM (then on a 
voracious anti-drug campaign, sacking anyone who even appeared to be 
doing dope of any kind) to release a number of singles. Sweet, 
moderately Psychedelic numbers like "Wish Me Up" and "Love in a 
Summer Basket" surprisingly wrested comfortably with the pychodrama 
of "Did He Die,” which REALY predicted Johnny Rotten's vocal attack, 
to say nothing of the bass intro on Megadeth's "Peace Sells (but Who's 
Buying)... "NOW LISTEN TO MEEE!!! THE KILLER COMES WITH 
HIS GUN! HE HAS KILLED EVERYONE!!!WAAUUGGHHHH!!!! 
DID HE DIE?! DID HE DIE?! DID HE DIE?! YOU ASK ME IF HE 
DINMMEEED?!!! HE SHOT HIM IN HEAD!!!! HE KILLED HIS 
BROTHERS!!!” Whereas Morrison eluded to "Killers" on the road that 
woke up before dawn, Sky was getting inside the mind of a mad slayer. 
Another hard 'n' heavy rocker,"Shucking and Jivin'" ushered out the 
second Seeds era with real class, screamin’ guitars permeating the 
procedings (the main riff was even copped by early 90s Punks, Spinout). 
It would appear, however,that Sky had little or nothing to do with the 





recording of that particular number. Apparently, Sky wasn’t doing much 
by the early 70s, though he went on to join "The Source Family,” an 
Aquarian age "Hippie" commune and religious sect. The group was 
masterminded and run by former Marine and Decorated WWII Veteran, 
Pro Wrestler (who even auditioned for the role of Tarzan), Jim Baker (no 
relation to the other, so-called, religious leader), now calling himself 
Father Yod (pronounced, "YODE"). Members of the collective formed a 
band, known as Ya Ho Wa 13, featuring guitarist, Djin Aquarian, who'd 
previously played in the late 60s Chicago group, Soup, pronounced 
"Thoup" or "Peathoup" ("Peace Soup"). Djin tours and records, today, 
with an updated version of Ya Ho Wa 13. Their recent Chicago 
performance left many minds blown, not just my own. Sky (now known 
by his family name,"Sky ‘Sunlight’ Saxon,” which he retained for the 
rest of his life) recorded on some of their now-impossibly rare records, 
some of which are being reissued or released for the first time (all, so far, 
barring songs on which Sky appears). Though The Source disintegrated 
after Father Yod was killed in a freak hang gliding accident in 1976, it 
would appear the majority of his followers hung on to his teachings, 
particularly Sky, whom Djin Aquarian credits for educating the public 
about the group in the coming years, during which time, Sky would 
alternate between the Source’s two main bases of L.A. and Hawaii." My 
spiritual teacher,” Sky once said,.”. was higher than any Guru on the 
planet. He saw himself as being God.” 

An attempted comeback bid, in 1973, with early Garage Rock 
revivalists, The Droogs, went nowhere. He'd begun collaborating with 
Guitarist, Rainbow Starburst (who later recorded a great New Wave 
Rock album as Rainbow Red Oxidizor. If you ever see it, it's a keeper). 
The two would record and perform, together, off and on, for many years 
to come. Saxon's first serious attempt at a comeback came (perhaps, not 
surprisingly) in 1977, the year punk set fire to The UK, and parts of 
America. The Punk scene was already getting underway in Los Angeles 
by then, and, whether or not a considerably more hippified Sky 
"Sunlight" Saxon was trying to exploit his connection to the newly 
emerging sounds and attitudes (that owed more than just a little bit to the 
likes of The Seeds) is unclear. What little press his concert at the 
legendary Orpheum Theatre on The Sunset Stip recieved played up his 
status as a true Founding Father of punk. Billed under the confusng 
collective name of “Sunlight Rainbow Stars New Seeds Hale 
Fruitarians,” passersby who saw the name on the marquee must have had 
no clue who or what this was. The sparsely attended affair, captured on 
LP, finds Saxon and Rainbow assisted by members of Killed By Death 
faves, The Child Molesters. While the performance is actually quite 
good, and doesn’t deviate too far from the Seeds' original concept, 
musically, at least one patron has to heckle Sky... 

"Fan": "Shave that beard!" 

Sky: Well, I've been offered hundreds of thousands of dollars to 
shave my beard off, and the price is still too low. I think everyone 
should take at least a million dollars to shave their beard, because 
it's a gift from God, it's a gift from The Father and the cosmic roots. 
"Fan": Groovy! 

Yeah, amen. 

"Fan": That's not how you look on the album, though. 

Well, that's the past, and we don't live in the past. 

"Fan": I just bought it, though. 

Well, I never get paid for that,it's just a big ripoff(audience laughs). 

Though The Opheum gig did not reestablish him as one of The Kings of 
The Sunset Strip, nor make a connection with The L.A. Punk Scene (the 
Zeros, for one, were doing "Pushin' Too Hard,” and Arthur Lee once told 
me he once had to follow The Germs onstage!), it's been rumored that 
Debbie Harry was among the few that witnessed Sky's return to the 
stage. In the 80s, however, a Garage revival sprang up in The City of 
Night, led by bands like The Tell-Tale Hearts, The Crawdaddys, Thee 
Fourgiven, The Pandoras, The Trip, and a relocated Fuzztones. Sky's 
presence was duly noted and much appreciated by the scenesters, but, his 
penchant for crashing the stage and telling bands to play some Seeds 
songs eventually caused him to wear out his welcome. Nevertheless, he 
was always able to procure A (or B-Plus) list musicians to play on home 
and studio recordings. One of his finest efforts at this time was the 
"Starry Ride" EP, with Rainbow, Elliot Engbar (Mothers, Fraternity of 








Man, later Captain Beefheart's Magic Band as "Winged Eel Fingerling"), 
Ron Bushy (Iron Butterfly), and "Born To Be Wild" composer, Mars 
Bonfire, who would go on to record with Sky for several years. His first 
two comeback LP's as Sky Saxon and Firewall (produced by the late 
Ethan James - nee Ralph Burns Kellogg - from Blue Cheer and Mint 
Tattoo) featured members of The Standells, Fuzztones, Plimsouls, 
Textones, and many others. While they did garner some attention in the 
Underground Rock Press, as did a VERY rough-sounding live recording 
with The McDonald Bros. from Redd Kross, the general consensus was 
that concurrent releases by Roky Erickson were far more relevant. 
Saxon, however, was not above recording his own version of Roky's 
"Don't Slander Me" (a pure Punk classic, worthy of "Pushin' Too Hard"), 
with Mars Bonfire on "Cheesy Keyboards,” and the late Mitch Mitchell 
on Drums). At any rate, the two LPs have held up better than anyone had 
a right to expect. Not perfect, maybe, but, perfectly enjoyable. His 
childlike sensibility and even sporadic flirtations with Bubblegim music 
lend double charm. Later, Sky returned to Utah, staying with his Mom, 
then moving to Seattle, as the Grunge thing was taking over. My good 
friend, Bill Shute, once pointed out that Sky could have found his niche 
if he'd tried working with some of these new "Grunge" bands. It's true he 
befriended some of them, but it seems highly unlikely that he ever set 
foot on a stage during his tenure in Seattle. He did work on some new 
songs, and, eventually released a CD of new material that's already a 
rarity. Returning to L.A., he finally found a band worthy of his talents, 
The Wooly Bandits, and billed them as The Seeds. No one seemed to 
object, as the band was so damned good, and brought out the best in 
Saxon. Besides, original Seeds guitarist, Jan Savage, played a stint with 
the group. Not surprisingly, bassist and band leader, Crusader Rik, was 
inspired by the L.A. band, Baby Lemonade, who'd developed a side gig, 
backing Arthur Lee, and doing his material justice. So much so, that 
together they could be called Love. An album of new material by Sky 
and his new Seeds, "Red Planet" surprised a lot of people, a return to the 
pure Garage stuff, with a stripped down production, and Saxon in tuff 
vocal form. After that, Sky did a more "drone" ( Velvets, Jesus and Mary 
Chain, even Lithium Xmas) oriented CD and DVD, "Transparency,” in 
England, with members of The Scientists and Spacemen 3. More 
recently, Sky put together something of a "tribute" to the Garage era, 
with remakes of Seeds classics and rough'n'raw covers of Mid-60s 
favorites. Blondie's Clem Burke and Danny B. Harvey (Rockats, The 
Head Cat with Lemmy, etc) provided solid backing on a session created 
not for the sake of high art, but, in the spirit of fun. Sky was, more 
recently, reunited with original Seeds keyboardist, Daryl Hooper, to 
make an impressive album "Summer of Love.” A full-fledged Seeds 
reunion never really happened, though there were discussions and 
attempts at just that, before the latter day slew of 60s Punk band 
reunions. In 1986 (I think), the entire band, barring Jan Savage, did a 
short tour of California with Arthur Lee and Love, Sean Bonniwell and 
The Music Machine and The Strawberry Alarm Clock. A surviving 
recording found the band in top form, Sky in total command of some 
difficult phrasing (you think not? YOU sing "Evil Hoodoo"), but, it was 
a one-shot deal. The idea of another reunion was batted around for a 
while (another one-shot studio reunion, with most of the original 
members, I think, did happen. The results were interesting. A whole 
album was built around the session, which sounded like it was done in a 
living room, though only three or four of the songs appeared on the 
album, which was padded with recent solo sessions, Seeds mk II 
recordings and even Little Richie Marsh tracks. Unfortunately, 
Drummer, Rick Andridge, recently suffered a debilitating mental illness, 
from which he's not expected to recover. But, the Seeds are one of those 
bands that won't go away. They brought something unique to 
Rock'n'Roll. Simple, yet so complex, their musicianship, songwriting, 
and Saxon's vocal styling remain underrated, while the era that replaced 
them remains overrated. Even though Sky was quoted in the 
Punkronomicon, "Please Kill Me,” and briefly appeared in the Arthur 
Kane documentary, "New York Doll,” and even had a cameo in 
"Desperate Teenage Lovedolls.,” plus a locally garage rock 
documentary, from Wisconsin, with the latter day Shadows of Knight 
and Bun E. Carlos, his status as an elder statesman was frequently 
downplayed. Still, what appears to be the definitive Seeds documentary 


is being compiled, , by Alec Palao (Magic Christian, Chocolate 
Watchband, Stingrays). Not much was known about Sky in later years. 
He only ever married twice, just two years ago to now-widow, Sabrina 
Saxon. Our sympathies. go out to her, now. The two had relocated to 
Austin, having found it to their liking after Sky headlined Psych Fest, 
with, among others, the reformed International Artists group, The 
Golden Dawn. Meanwhile, back in the past, Greg Shaw, Lenny Kaye, 
and Lester Bands foresaw a new wave of interest for this kind of music, 
something that practically didn’t have a name in the early 70s. Critic 
Dave Marsh is credited with coining the phrase "Punk Rock" in a 1971 
review of a ? and The Mysterians show. But, Sam The Sham referred to 
"Punk" as a musical term in the song, "I Wish it Were Me,” several years 
earlier. Bill Bulinski, late of The Electras, told me that "Punk" was a 
term that got thrown around, back in the day, to describe Garage Band 
music. But, WHERE did the term "Garage Rock" come from?!! 
"Well, Jesus was born in a manger, and a manger was kind of like a 
garage, back then.” - Sky. 
Sky Saxon is believed to have been older than many of his peers. His 
age, at the time of his his departure, has been estimated at 71. This has 
not been confirmed, and it may never be. 
Fred Cole, singer, guitarist Dead Moon, Pierced Arrows, Lollipop 
Shoppe: Sky was definitely one of the most influential underground 
performers of the 60s, very electric onstage up until the end. His songs 
and style are timeless and I will always remember him dancing around in 
his own world, which was the stage. 
Mark Tulin, bassist, The Electric Prunes: Many people, today, lived 
through the Peace, Love and Flower Power of 1966-67. Sadly, not many 
managed to hold on to that era's aesthetic. Sky Saxon did. Any 
conversation with him would always involve World Peace, being kind to 
animals, or loving one another. He never gave up his belief that people, 
acting in consort, could make a difference. As the founder and lead 
singer of one of the initial Los Angeles Garage Rock bands, The Seeds, 
Sky holds a unique position in Rock History, His passion for making 
music was as strong at his last performance a few days before his death 
as it was in his youth. I know we were looking forward to sharing the 
stage with him on the upcoming "California 66 Revue Tour,” and that, 
like the legendary Blues musicians, he was writing, recording, and 
performing right up until his death. He was a unique performer from a 
unique period of music and it is a shame that the chance to see him in 
action is now forever gone. He will, however, continue to live through 
his music. Sky Saxon was a good man, and a kind and gentle spirit. He 
will be missed. 
James Lowe, lead singer, autoharp and rhythm guitar, The Electric 
Prunes: Sky wanted to go on tour, He told me this, a few years back, in 
Portland. His plan was we would get One Billion Dollars, and split it 
between The Seeds, The Electric Prunes and The Strawberry Alarm 
Clark. We would play the stadiums and take the old music to the young. 
It took a few years, but, we finally figured out a way to plan a tour of the 
Eastern US with Love, The Electric Prunes, and Sky (FYI: We had to 
forego the Billion Dollars). Sky was up for this tour. When you get to 
our angle of obscurity, any chance to play your music for people is 
special. He even donated three cuts for a tour CD of all three bands. 
When he didn’t want to do "Pushin' Too Hard" on there, because he was 
tired of it, I told him I knew the feeling. Peter Lewis, from Moby Grape, 
calls it the tyranny of the past following you around (Note: Peter Lewis 
has since joined the tour, which will span much of the U.S., Canada, The 
UK, and from there, who knows? However, the Prunes dropped out). 
Sky was so open with it, and he understood what people expected of 
him, and offered us an unreleased live version of the song from 1968, 
putting his personal feelings aside. This is a wonderful addition to the 
CD, and certainly something that will never happen again. As we all 
know, Sky will not be there in the flesh for this event he had looked 
forward to. But, his spirit and his music, via the tour CD, will be smiling 
down at every lick. The spirit will be "The Sunlight Plan From Outer 
Space" we talked about, that night in Oregon. I just hope he understands 
about the Billion? 
"Punk Rock is about wanting to see the system change. Elvis did it in The 
Fifties.” - Sky "Sunlight" Saxon. 

Special Thanks : Bev Paterson, Bill Shute, Jeff Jarema, Steve Krakow. 
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MOTIVATIONAL LECTURES, 


Abstract Artimus 


“God Is 
(mspace.com/abstractartimus) Boogie psyche punk that you 
can dance to til your shitkickers run thorugh. 


Mad” 


Terry Adams “Holy Tweet” (Clang!) Adams takes the 
spirit of NRBQ and infuses it with extra doses of goofiness 
and earnestness. This is a delightful collection of charming 
songs, with a couple co-written by our own Scott Ligon, so 
you know they are border on brilliance. Features a cover of 
“Indian Love Call,” and amazingly all the other songs feel 
just as familiar and classic. 


Charles Albright “I’m On Drugs” ep (S.S.) Fuck Bright 
Eyes, or anyone else recording in a room by themselves and 
thinking they are doing something special, but they sound 
normal. This dude is sitting alone and multitracking genuine 
madness, sounding like three teenage fuckups all by himself. 
Drugs and sex and being a fine young man are sung about 
with the desperation of disturbed-ness of a true artiste. 


Algren “A Wayward Sound Floods the Streets” 
(algrenmusic,com) This CD (with comic book!) is wicked 
dramatic! I can’t believe there are bands in Chicago that 
bring the melodramatic dynamics like this...this town needs 
to be shook up. By the way, after hearing the lyrics I think 
the band name is a reference to Nelson Algren, not a 
misspelled homage Al Green. 


Alice Donut “Ten Glorious Albums” (Alternative 
Tentacles) Alice Donut is back...and worse than ever! I 
hope. Because I saw them a few times and was really into 
them, and if they sounded this bad, I had very bad taste. Or 
they were very good live and I didn’t notice the sour music. 


Ed Alkalay “I Hate you” (edalkalay.com) Though the songs 
verge on quirky, with clever wordplay delivered in a deep, 
distinct voice with an almost strained twang, Alkalay is no 
novelty artist. These are solid, well-crafted tunes, falling 
somewhere between contemporary Americana and the 
fringes of the folk movement. He might hate me, but I can’t 
return the favor. 


Alla “(digs)” (Crammed) Prononced “I - ya,” as in La 
think-a this is the best-a band in Chicago! Asskicking and 
angelic at the same time. 


Davie Allen and The Arrows "Moving Right Along,” 
"Fuzz For The Holidays 2" (Spinout) “Retrophonic” (Arrow 
Dynamic) "Moving Right Along" finds one of the last true 
Guitar Gods (you got him, Travis Wammack, and....? I'm 
not discounting James Burton, Scotty Moore or Steve 
Cropper, but, as far as Guitarists who still experiment and 
still win are concerned, Link Wray's death left a huge hole 
in the stage that isn't going to be filled) still splitting 
molecules in the Earth's atmosphere AND your skull, 
playing the same skronky, yet melodic, soundtracks to the 
many Biker Films that should have been...and not only that, 
but, singing quite a bit (and, unlike Dick Dale, the man can 
SING). "Heartache" is an original vocal number with a bit of 
Buddy Holly inflection, but Davie's own flair for unusual, 
infectious melodies. "Vanishing Breed " summons the 
psychotic/psychedelic mad lab sounds of the "Cycle-Delic" 
period. There's yet another version of "Shape of Things To 
Come,” and it WILL take you someplace new. "Listen to 
The Guitar Man" features guest vocalist Lisa Mychols, 
singing, in an 80s sex kitten manner (not too far removed 
from Josie Cotton, which is where I'd like to be) and calling 
out of all Davie's immediate peers, much like the late, great 
Al Casey did on the very similar "Surfin' Hootenanny"-Dick 
Dale, The Ventures, Duane Eddy and Link Wray (whom 
Casey made the mistake of omitting). Davie responds by 
wailing on each one's signature riffs in his own style. 
"Bongo Party,” originally the flipside to "Blue's Theme" 
gets the 21st Century treatment. No, that's GOOD. Drums 
pound furiously while Allan puts the pedal to the metal. It's 
harder 'n' heavier than the original, but should still get more 
sensible party revelers out on the dance floor. "She's Crying 
Too" is another outstanding vocal cut, something Little 
Steven would call "Slightly Psychedelic,” until the 
backward guitar freakout commences toward the end, then, 
es muy psicodelico! A new version of "Ghost Riders in The 


Sky,” which Allan has recorded before, showcases his 
screaming guitar to maximum effect. It's still not to late to 
get hip to the fact that Davie Allan and The Arrows have 
been releasing strong new material for some 20 years, and 
only seem to get better, and there's more in store...there's not 
a lot of Christmas records I can listen to after Dec 25, most, 
not even DURING the Christmas season, and that means 
Rock'n'Roll Christmas songs, too. If I had a comp handy of 
"Sock it To Me, Santa" by Bob Seger and "Christmas in The 
Congo" by Teddy and The Tall Tops and about 10 others 
just as good, sure, I'd put that on right now, but, generally, 
my rule is, once a year if I feel like it, when it comes to X- 
Mas songs, good, bad, or trad. Of course, Davie Allan 
makes it easy for me to break my own rule. Using the same 
screamin’ fuzz/sustain guitar sound he applied to the myriad 
Biker / Exploitation movie soundtrack albums and a stream 
of comeback records that has already passed the 20 year 
mark. You could have checked in with him 5 years ago, 10 
years ago, but, you should be checking in with him NOW, 
and you'll find that it's business as usual. "Fuzz For The 
Holidays 2 " is the Christmas album that almost isn’t a 
Christmas album. Somehow, it doesn’t make me think of 
phoney sentimentality, advertisement campaigns that start 
before Halloween, suddenly realizing I can't afford presents 
for everybody, but, finding I'll see virtually none of my 
relatives and fewer friends, anyway.Ahhhhhhhh, Holiday 
Depression! But, "FTH2" is the happening sound all year 
round. The opener, "Frosty The Snowman" crosses Davie's 
crunchin' guitar with some effective Johnny and The 
Hurricanes sax and keyboard sounds. As with elsewhere, 
"Jingle Bells" finds the unrestrained string mauler in good 
company with a "Telstar" keyboard in overdrive (same 
instrument used by The Tornadoes, the Clavioline). " O, 
Come All Ye Faithful" resembles a lost Shadows track, 
partly erased by a demo for Allan's soundtrack to "The Born 
Losers" Once more, it's interesting to note, there are 
original, vocal numbers that set well with Allan's 
stringbusting versions of overdone standards (but, there's no 
way of getting around THAT, except by doing something 
new with 'em which he does). Until recently, a vocal 
performance from Davie Allan was as rare as a major 
network TV show with actors and a script. I don't now 
which would be morWayne Allwine,o n vocals (he was the 
successor to the successor e incredible, if Davie didn’t think 
he could sing all that time, or if Dick Dale still thinks he 
can. I'd long imagined "Do You Hear What I Hear" (or, for 
that matter, "Little Drummer Boy.") being done as a raunchy 
(but, respectful) Guitar Instrumental by Link Wray or Davie 
in their own style. It came out pretty like as I would have 
expected. If that makes me clairvoyant, why aren’t I down at 
7-11, buying lotto tickets? As far as his excellent new CD, 
“Retrophonic,” it’s the perfect package for longtime fans of 
the Arrows who are reluctant to stick their toe into the 
waters of the new lineup. Allen reflects on his past by 
reworking, revisiting and re-releasing older recordings. He 
completes recordings he started decades earlier and he re- 
does 60s tracks he was unsatisfied with (William Tell “67” 
becomes “The Lone Arranger”). For you purists, he presents 
some old lost tracks from the 60s and 70s, including “Will 
You Love Me Tomorrow,” with the late Wayne Alwine on 
vocals (he was the 3" voice of Mickey Mouse). Another 
bullseye for the Arrow man! 








Ampline/Atomic Garden split single (Phraty) The guitar- 
centric Ampline is a surf band, if surfers surfed in violent, 
powerful monsoons. Atomic Gardens, from France, are not 
as interesting, they could be on Jade Tree, but they do get a 
pretty good guitar sound on this track. 


the angel sluts “Designer Heat” (Wrecked-Em Wreckords) 
Kind of an ugly band name, but when you destroy with trash 
rock absurdity so oblivious to taste, class, and cliché 
avoidance, then fuck anyone who judges you on ugliness! 
This is about as rock as rock gets. 


Anthem In “The Cloudbusting” (Quiet Loud) Wispy pop 
that would accommodate some pretty sexy angular dancing 
if the need arose. 


Appalachian Autonomous Zone “Home Sweet Home,” 
“The Students Aren’t Paying Attention” (Quality) Generally 
stupid punk rock that is so good you want to get a prisoner 
to tattoo their set list on your penis. Assuming your penis is 
big enough to tattoo, “Meth Lab of Love,” “Hi, I'm A 
Dildo,” “Headlice,” and “Moleman” on it. 


The Aquarium “The Performer” b/w “Battle of the Bands” 
(Dischord) Nothing fishy about these songs — jolting dance 


pop with all the right angles and flow...just like an 
aquarium. Though unlike a fishbowl. 


Arms Exploding “ruminari” Arms Exploding/Caterpillar 
Tracks split single (Phraty) Arms Exploding’s spasmodic 
eruptions somehow combine prog, punk, emo, metal, and 
screamo in a blender, then pour out the contents, and just 
kept the sound of the blender! Explosively awesome! On the 
split single Caterpillar Tracks is a bit more traditional, but 
they are far from typical, as musically they genuinely sound 
the way a caterpillar moves! 


The Ars Supernova “Lumina” 
(myspace.com/thearssupernova) Arrgeh! Super? Nota. 


The Arts of Life Band (artsoflife.org) Beautiful and funky 
sounds made by some developmentally challenging folks 
who bring some seriously unique voices to he project. If 1 
could sing like this I'd sing all the time! And “birds fly real 
high to the rainbow” is deep. Most importantly, this is 
produced exquisitely to make every song sound good, not 
bad or funny. This is a great CD. 


Aspic Tines “Crypto-Superzeit! International” (Johann's 
Face) Some folks, like my dad, only like Klaus Nomi for his 
actual operatic voice, skipping straight to the arias on his 
album. But if you like everything else about Nomi (the robot 
vibe, the bizarre Teutonic cartoon enunciation, the outer 
psace aesthetics, the presentation of low pop as high art 
without actually changing the vibe the of the lowest top 
40/eurptrash fluff/the pure Nomi-ocity) then this album will 
lasso you like rubberband lazer. Aspic delivers the finest 
Nomi tribute I've heard, better than his Cartoon Network 
supervillian stint or his recent “lost” recording 
augmentations. Though Aspic Tines doesn’t have the opera 
chops, this is still joyously ridiculous, and sounds pretty - 
good pop-wise. Don’t be Klaus-trophobic, As-pick this up! 


AT (Corleone) If you like singing and strumming and 
people with really cool, evocative, enchanting voices then 
this where it’s AT. 


Audacity “Power Drowning” (Recess) Rock ‘n’ Roll so raw 
and dangeruos it gave me salmonella, and I vomited up pure 
punk joy! 


Cara Austin “Send Me” (caraaustin.com) One thing you 
can't fake is a gritty, been-there, done-that voice that let's 
you know that a throat has sang some truths! Cara has one 
of those voices. 


Louie Austin “Flyign Away,” “Myamy” (Etage) A Michael 
Jackson-esque positive song about healing the world and a 
love song to Ms. Winehouse...why isn’t this smooth 
crooner dude, one of the last electro survivors, as big as 
Beyonce? 


The Ax “Our Queen of Dirt” (whoaboat.com) Chopped me 
to pulp! Who's the heaviest drum/guitar chaos rock duo in 
Portland? Ax me after you hear this!. 


Baby Teeth “Hustle Beach” (Lujo) Baby Teeth’s quirky, 
theatrical style of pop music (critics have worn out 
comparisons to Elton John, Todd Rundgren, and Queen) is 
at its apex when it hits the soft/yacht rock vibe that sounds 
like suckling on a magic music teat must taste. And what 
goes with milk? Well this album is as good as sticky cake, 
and Abraham (the artist formally known as Pearly Sweets) 
is a master pastry chef of rock! 


Baby Woodrose (Bad Afro) My wood just rose listening to 
this! 


Bachelorette “My Electric Family” (Drag City) The 
infomercial for the futuristic robot you want to make love 
to. 


The Backsliders "You're Welcome" (thebacksliders.com) 
Kim Pendleton goes way back in the Dallas music scene, 
not that you'd know that by looking at her. The stunning 
chanteuse could be seen fronting the kinda New Wave 
/Roots Rock ensemble, Princess Tex, late in the 80s, 
opening for up and coming acts like The Reverend Horton 
Heat. Later, she turned up in one of several lineups of 
Lithium Xmas, as their second female lead singer. Original 
singer, K.Y. Boyce- yes, that’s her name- proved a tough act 
to follow, with her personna of "The Hip Death Goddess,” 
taken from the Ultimate Spinach song that was the peak of 
the band's live show. Like Boyce, her vocals were sexy and 





eerie, but relied less on Nico for inspiration. Later, still, 
Pendleton found herself singing with the decidedly more 
accessible Backsliders, whom, field reports have it, are 
gigging extensively, when many bands in "The Big "D" 
can't even get arrested, even if they cross the street on the 
red light (it's a Texas thing). The Backsliders, with "You're 
Welcome" prove to be the international pop overthrow that's 
never been to The International Pop Overthrow. 
Commercially accessible without bowing to current musical 
trends. Melodic, as opposed to melodramatic. From the 
opener, "You're Gonna Miss Me" (not to be confused with 
the greatest Texas Rock'n'Roll song ever) to the last few 
notes of "Cry,” the last song on tap, one is reminded of Late 
70s-Early 80s Femme fronted Power Pop like Blondie, 
before they hit rock bottom, artistically, BUT, with a 
leather-lunged vocalist who conjures up Marianne Faithfull 
moreso than Debbie Harry, and with more crust on the 
guitars than if the amps had been found underwater and left 
out to dry. If you want to call fine singing, songwriting, and 
musicianship a "formula,” you can. It's been known to work 
in the past, and, it's workin’, here. 


Baseball Furies “Throw Them to the Lions” (Big Neck) 
Posthumous release from this Buffalo stampede; this is 
creepy back alley rock ‘n’ roll played with switchblades for 
guitar picks and bloody human appendages for drumsticks. 


Beat Strings “Fang in Rain” (Xoxo) Lovely without being 
wussy, this beat on my heartstrings and face strings! 


Jan Berry “Encomium Memorium Vol. 1” (CMP) This 
loving tribute was originally dreamed of a collaboration 
between Berry and enough strings and brass and musical 
geniuses to give his complex arrangements of classic Jan 
and Dean hits, many that Berry based on classical music, the 
full orchestral treatment they deserved. Berry's passing and 
budgetary restraints reigned that in, but using humbler, but 
incredibly talented and motivated performers (with a few 
ringers, P.F. Sloan included) Jan and Dean gems are redone 
in lush, loving, and excellent performances. But for fans of 
Jan the absolute selling point is the bonus tracks. Dean as a 
young man used to make tapes for a friend and some of his 
faux DJ patter in included, as is a tape of an older Dean 
telling tales. But the lowest common denominator selling 
point of this is an audio montage of Jan and Dean cursing 
like sailors between takes at recording sessions. I would 
drop some f-bombs to demonstrate how awesome this is, but 
I'm intimidated by these professional profaniteers so I'll just 
say it's freaking great! 


Sir Richard Bishop “The Freak of Araby” (Drag City) A 
far as I know, this is an amazing tribute to Bishop's guitar 
hero Omar Khorshid. I fact, inspired by this I will buy the 
Omar Khorshid Guitar Hero module the first day it comes 
out. But as far as this CD, I don’t know what to say, this 
seems like really good classical Arabic guitar playing, but I 
don't know any better. 





The Blackbelt Band “a new community” (Sickroom) 
Karate chopped my head with lush complex beauty. 


Black Moth Super Rainbow “Eating Us” (Graveface) 
Cosmic psychedelia made by the offspring of beautiful 
fluttering fairies and progressively-minded space ogres. 


Black Smokers “Used” (Pravda) All their songs are about 
how they love menthols. Just jiving, these Italian blues trash 
psycho-rockers wouldn’t know a pack of Kools from a pair 
of culottes. But they do know how to make menacing music 
fun, and how to destroy the blues and put it back together 
like a fancifully fucked up Frankenstein. 


Black Wyrm Seed (Plus Tapes) The Kenny 
G/Hiroshima/Spyra Gyra of psychedelic metallic jazz. 


Blatz/Filth “The Shit Split” (Alternative Tentacles) 
Originally released at the dawn of the 90s just before Cali 
got all pop punked, and bands could still sound as ridiculous 
and evil and awful as a fast-playing Fear. Blatz tells you to 
fuk everything, Filth just sounds mean, and both bands 
captured the last gasps of punk assed punk on the dawn of 
the mainstream punk era. The has bonus stuff including all 
subsequent singles, live Blitz material and demo stuff, and a 
long montage of Blatz talking shit on stage. 


Bloody Mess “Anti-Rock Superstar A Retrospective (Black 
& Blue), Bloody Mess and the New Disease 
(myspace.com/bloodymessandthenewdisease) Bloody 
brutal, and righteously raw, this Chicago suburbs punk 


scene vet (now playing in Peoria) has spent a quarter 
century making ugly, sometimes sludgy, occasionally scary 
sounds (one song on his new album ends with five minutes 
of coughing) that will cause you to have Bloody Stools 
(maybe his next band name). The retrospective CD is an 
amazing collection for 80s, 90s and recent work that plays 
with everything from hardcore punk to Southern 
rock/outlaw Americana to just plain trash rock ‘n’ roll, and 
it’s amazing how solid and hardcore he remains, the quality 
never dipping (and he looks virtually the same now as then). 
This is the kind of “easy” music (meaning it allows for 
ragged edges, cheap recording, and drunken execution) so 
it’s easy to become fat and lazy doing it, but Bloody always 
brings the same dedication and enthusiasm a wide-eyed teen 
brings, and the 1985 cuts in the retrospective (which 
includes rarities, live tracks, unreleased cuts, and a WMAQ 
radio bit) perfectly fit with tracks on the new CD. 


Jehosaphat Blow “Hipshaking Hangover No. 69” b/w “No 
Beer, No Chicks” (Donkeysack) Garage rock ridiculousness 
for dancing, drinking, and I suppose, blowing. 


Blue Nouveaux “10 Years After” (Black & Blue) A 
melodrama queen who sounds like the scariest hot but crazy 
girlfriend you ever had. I like this awesome voice a lot 
better on my CD player than on my voice mail! 


The Bobbleheads “Two Guitars, Open Fire” (Poppop) 
Nerdy bubblegum that reminds me of the 25% of bands at 
the International Pop Overthrow fests that make me smile. 


Bob Log III “My Shit is Perfect” (Birdman/Voodoo 
Rhythm) Bob Log Jr's favorite son is awesome because of 
his gimminck, but his gimmick isn’t wearing a helmet, or 
being a one man band. The gimmick is masterfully defiling 
traditional blues in a white guy way that is different from 
generations of both pre- and post-Mick Jagger white guy 
blues defilers. He makes an already profane artform seem 
genuinely filthy and nasty in a way that would make blind, 
whoremongering, sold-soul~to Satan bluesmen blush. And 
this may be his most gloriously decrepit masterpiece yet! 


Bombardiranje New Yorka 13 (Slusaj) This is the “bomb!” 
A compilation featuring every band in the world. 


Bonnie ‘Prince’ Billy “beware” (Drag City) Will Oldham is 
a really good movie actor because his head is big, and all 
great movie and TV stars have big heads. But that's also 
what makes him such a magnificent musical deity, a 
creature crafting ridiculously 
country/rock/folk/roots/brilliant whatever —_ song: 
because his big head is jammed full of fantastic music, li 
genius pifiata! 





The Brains (Stomp) The best thing about this zombie- 
themed Canadian psychobilly trio (1 know, another one!) is 
that they wear corpse paint while smiling! Take that Abbath 
from Immortal! Thoroughly enjoyable, and Lux would 
probably love it. 


Brewtal Thirst “Unquenchable” (Wet Brain) Hardcore/oi 
hybrid punk that’s mostly about beer drinking. In other 
words: Awesome! 


Brighton MA “amateur lovers” (Loose Tooth) Brightoned 
my day! 


Buskin & Batteau “Red Shoes and Golden Hearts” 
(Nouveau Retro) Should stick to buskin’ . 


Danielle Cales “My Violet Guitar” (Persistence) Cales 
voice is classic singer-songwriter, yet it has a prettier, more 
distinct quality than many of her peers, with a lilt to her 
phrasing and subtle fluctuations that pack a lot of emotional 
punch. And her songwriting ain’t shabby, with a spare style 
that rises above coffeehouse clichés. 


Bill Callahan “Sometimes I Wish We Were An Eagle” 
(Drag City) This has to be the 63 year old-est sounding-est 
43 year old ever. His resonant voice, telling poignant, poetic 
stories, is so commanding that these songs don’t just convey 
the beauty of pretty songcraft but also simulate the wiseness 
of an weathered journeyman. 





Caltrop “World Class” (Holiday for Quince) Doomadelic 
blasts of paranoia-inducing cannibus clouds that made me 
want to live in the woods! 


Eddie C. Campbell “Tear This World Up” (Delmark) This 
Mississippi-born guitar slinger’s half-century career has 
seen him play with Muddy, Wolf, Little Walter, and Jimmy 
Reed (whose band Campbell led in the 60s and 70s). He’s 
been recording as a solo artist for over thirty years, and has 
garnered all the European validation a blues icon requires. 
Yet, Campbell fails to live up to too many blues stereotypes. 
For one, despite qualifying for elder-statesman, Campbell 
doesn’t look or act old. He’s more likely to be jamming with 
of his teenage children’s friends than to fulfill the old 
bluesman stereotype of delivering a gravel voiced, chair- 
bound “Sweet Home Chicago.” And while his minimalist, 
shuffling grooves are far from revolutionary, they stand out 
when combined with unusual twists during solos, dedication 
to funk and dance music, and personal, cryptic lyrics 
sometimes bordering on bizarre. Though he describes his 
sound as “an experimental thing,” Campbell reluctantly 
accepts the label West Side blues (“well...you can call it 
West Side blues if you like...”). That sound is usually 
defined as an electric guitar-centric form more open to soul 
music influence than traditional blues. It was exemplified by 
Magic Sam (who is saluted on Campbell's excellent new 
CD. Though it's fair to call Campbell one of that style's 
leading practitioners, it’s probably more accurate to accept 
his instincts to defy categorization. This CD once again 
proves that Eddie C. is one of a kind. 





Tim Carroll “All Kinds of Pain” (Gulcher) Punk rock spirit 
with classic rock influence and a grown up perspective, this 
is a riffing, rockin’ great album. 


Cory Case “Waiting on a Remedy” (Dead Beat) This guy is 
as good as Bob Dylan fucking Bob Dylan! 


Joe Cassady and the West End Sound “the 47" Problem” 
(Avenue A, avenuearecords.com) Rock/roots/a _ little 
funky/country/bluesy story songs that made me proud to be 
an American, or at least the closest thing to it. 


Billy Catfish “Half a Jug Full = NO DEAL” (TokyoRose) 
This country crooning catfish is a catch! He may be trayf, 
but he’s such a cool-assed cowboy in such command of his 
folk country tunes that’s everything’s kosher! 


Cedar Street Sluts “Off the Streets” (Black & Blue) 
Trashy, silly, a little shrilly, these girls were apparently GG 
Allin’s backup singers (and it takes courage to be behind 
GG) who went on to do a white trash version of Vanity 6 in 
the late 80s and early 90s. This "93 live set is totally 
ridiculous and the definition of bar rock...if bars were as 
good as you imagined they were when you were underage. 
Hooker-themed trash roock (all the dide backing members 
are named “John”) should have been bigger than Nirvana! 
Screw the Pusycat Dolls, these girls are more realistic! 


Chinese “The Conquest of Tomorrow Today” (Whoa Boat) 
This apeship artpunk duo is a billion times stronger than 
their non-Chinese equivalent. 


‘Chooglin’ “Sweet Time” (Big Legal Mess) This choogled 
harder, faster, and with more authority than I’ve ever been 
choogled. But there are tender moments too, because I like 
to be choggled as well. But when this combo rocks like a 
blues trash garage bar band hurricane that’s when the 
hardcore Ch-word is on effect. 


Chrome Spiders “black butterfly” (Big Neck) Not a cover 
of the lovely Deniece Williams song. In fact, this record has 
a restraining order out against it and it is not allowed within 
300 yards of Deniece Williams’ “Black Butterfly,” on any 
format. I have to keep this record in the fumace room and 
put Deniece in the attic. This is a nasty, hard rocking band 
that violates anything in their wake. 


Connor Christian & Southern Gothic “90 Proof 
Lullabies” (Vintage Earth, vintageearthmusic.com) The flair 
of hard Southem Rock with the lighter touch of song-writer 
based Americana, these songs of the South will convert you 
to Christian-anity. 


Circle of Fate “Back to Life" (circleoffate.net) Will be the 
biggest band out of Chicago since the Smashing Pumpkins, 
and it will happen so soon they will play at the next 
Superbowl! Take this magazine out in January and see if 
I'm right! See, I told you! 


The Clash "Live at Shea Stadium"(Epic/Legacy) A lot of 
people have remarked that touring with The Who was not a 
good career move for The Clash...Granted, The Who was on 





their way out (for several years, anyway), and The Clash 
was on their way IN ("Combat Rock ,” and the somewhat 
unlikeky hits it produced, had yet to crack the whole of The 
United States). The Clash did what a lot of The Who's 
opening acts still couldn't do. Survive. The Who's audiences 
were known for showing no favors to any band that stood 
between them and the band they'd swom allegiance to. Joe 
Jackson, then in the charts, but, arguably not complementary 
with The Who, stormed offstage after being hit by a flying 
firecracker. Willie Nile literally apologized his way off the 
stage, to a hostile audience, when I saw him supporting The 
Who in 1980. Well, he wasn’t very good, as I recall. In The 
Clash, The Who must have seen a bit of themselves, when 
they really wanted to d-d-die before they got, or, an up and 
coming band that it was hip to be associated with (though 
Townsend had been associated with the group for a few 
years, and they shared a stage at The Concert for 
Campuchea), or, arguably, someone who'd set a fire under 
their ass before they went on. With a wealth of live 
recordings, but a dearth of official releases, the prospect of a 
live Clash set from the meganormous Shea Stadium 
probably sounds like a slap in the face to longtime fans. It 
isn't, however, it's an anvil to the forehead. Drawing from 
the first and second albums was a ballsy move, as the 
original Punk-era material could have fallen flat on it's ass 
before 50,000 punters (bear in mind, too, that by 1982, the 
Rock crowd still hadn’t warmed to Punk, or anything 
resembling it, and those that saw it as as an extension of the 
early Stones and Who ideals were still in short supply), but, 
"Career Opportunities," "Tommy Gun,” "English Civil 
War" and "I Fought The Law" sound as good as ever, with 
original drummer, Terry Chimes (well, he was the first 
drummer that played more than a few gigs with them, 
anyway), who never got his due for basically saving The 
Clash (and almost saving Hanoi Rocks). Opening, natch, 
with a spot-on “London Calling" (which you'd think they 
could have done in their sleep, but, when I saw them, they 
kind of fell about the song, recovering quickly by the second 
number). The rest of the set is tastefully laid out, "Rock The 
Casbah,” the big summer, or early winter (depending where 
you lived) hit, doesn’t suffer from the barely audible guitar 
sound of the record. It was always a much better song live 
Khan Sousanousaphone did a great version a few years 
back, too. The Equals' classic, "Police on My Back,” too, is 
a highlight, as it was when I saw them a couple of months 
prior to this gig. Of course, there's the nods to Reggae 
("Guns of Brixton,” "Armagideon Time"), which have the 
audience in their power, just as readily as the rockers. In 
fact, "Combat Rock" doesn't figure heavily into the 
proceedings, even though those songs sounded good live. 
Joe Strummer was quick to point out that the "Combat" in 
the title was a verb. The band wanted to offer a good cross- 
section of their material and rock it out. Actually, "Atom 
Tan" was probably the last thing the band released that 
hearkened to punk, but it's doubtful they ever did it, live. It 
may sound facetious, but, what you get is the excitement of 
a live show, and YOU are there. The applause is not 
minimal, and the insults and catcalls nonexistant. "Should I 
Stay or Should I Go ,” surely their most maligned U.S. hit (1 
don't even hear people go off on "Train in Vain" as badly as 
I do this), takes off like the Yardbirds trying to start a speed 
limit on The Autobahn. OK, so Mick sang it with an 
affected, fey "Pop" voice, and the lyrics are so dumbed 
down, punk wouldn't sleep with ‘em, but, that's the beauty 
of it! Not surprisingly, they bring on the rock with 
“Clampdown,” which Creem Magazine once said that if The 
Who had stayed in "Don't Get Fooled Again" mode, this is 
what they'd have sounded like by the late 70s. Meet The 
New Boss. Same as The Old Boss? 





Clock Hands Strangle “Distaccati” 
(chocolatelabrecords.com) Jazz rock turned inside out. 


Paul Coady “quarter mile” (paulcody.com) For more years 
than I can remember Coady fronted Prairie Town, a great 
regional combo that combined rootsy Americana with the 
kind of bar band earnestness that made you wish they were 
playing your party. After a recent amicable parting of ways, 
the remaining members became Go Time (see review) and 
Paul went solo. And the party's over! These are some 
amazing moody, introspective compositions; really solid 
songs that explore some dark places, though not all are grim 
(a bar band take on “Piano Man” called “Sell a Lot of Beer” 
is more of a philosophical shrug than a suicide note). While 
you probably don’t want him playing at your birthday, you 
would do well to check out this Chicago classic. 


Cobalt and the Hired Guns “Jump the Fence,” “You Left 
the Sweater” w/ “Of Summer” (Updawg) If I told you this 


band combines Country & Western with pop punk you 
would probably think “Insurgent Emo” and throw up in your 
mouth. But trust me, somehow this is incredibly charming 
poppy youthful music that feels like traditional roots music, 
but without any weight of history or dreary anything 
attached. Hee haw, indeed! 


The Color Turning “Good Hands Bad Blood” (Soft Drive) 
Sometimes if something keeps turning, even slowly, and if 
such a thing is possible, ambiently, it makes you nauseas. 


Comic Tales of Tragic Heartbreak (Triple R Records) 
Ridiculous fun ultra-dramatic musical adventures that make 
you want to dress sharp, down mixed drinks, and collect sob 
stories from barflys. 


Cross Stitched Eyes “Coranach” (Altemative Tentacles) 
Like being hit in the skull with a Crust-y baseball bat! 





Cryptacize “Mythomania” (Asthmatic Kitty) Imagine if 
Phil Spector had recorded a girl singer with a thimble of 
sound -- minimum instruments, light production -- instead 
of a wall, and you have singer Nedelle Torrisi's awesome 
group. Do they know they have a Metal band name? 


Crystal Antlers “Tentacles” (Touch and Go) This is high 
art garage rock, where wailing organs and shambling drums 
belong in a gallery and not at a high school dance. 
Achieving this involves some screaming, some time 
signature goofiness, and a lot of genius juice. 


The Curtains of Night “Lost Houses” (Holidays for 
Quince) Stoner metal meets my nightmare where the 
banshee rips open my chest cavity and eats my ribs. 


David Daniell and Doug McCombs “Sycamore” (Thrill 
Jockey) These fancy sounds are so enriching and inspiring 
they made me syc-a less! 


Doran Danoff “The Icarus Suite” (Urbivor) Icky. 


Davilla 666 “Primero Muerta” b/w “Sabes Que Quiero” 
(Ho-Zac) Less crazy vibe than their In the Red record, what 
we have here are straight up 60s pop records, like the 
Monkees or Shangri-Las singing in Spanish. But maybe 
they're satanic monkees! 


Dan Deacon “Bromst” (Carpark) | am so happy that 
hipsters love Dan Deacon, a dude who doesn’t dress or act 
or look cool, doesn’t make easy music (though it is the most 
populist challenging music ever — and you can dance to it) 
and whose dedication to putting on a balls out show should 
embarrass most indie rock icons. This electronic/acoustic 
record is a little harder to dance to than his last, but you'll 
get a better cardio workout changing tempos and keeping up 
with the complexity. I’m freakin’ for Deacon! 


Death by Sexy “Curse the Curse” (deathbysexy.net) 
Driving bar rock that made me want to die and have sex, so 
clearly this is an awesome band name! 


Death in the Park (End Sounds) Forget death and parking, 
this makes me want to live and drive! 


destination: oblivion “the phoenix,” “the road to nothing” 
(apocalypse machine) Rock-tination: My Ass Off-ivon. 


Destructors 666/Danger’s Close “Scheikunde” (Rowdy 
Farrago) A few times a year classic English punk band the 
Destructors releases a split ep with a younger band, some 
great, some not so great. Let’s leave that half of the review 
at that. But the Destructors cuts here are killer, very 
anthemic and driving, and most impressive, the 2-minute 
track and their 6-minute track are both just as punk! 


Dennis Diken with Bell Sound “Late Music” 
(Cryptovision) Worst job in America: whoever has to clean 
the laundry, specifically the underwear, after the attendees at 
a Beatles convention, a Power Pop afficianados gathering, 
or a Brian Wilson Appreciation Society meeting hear this 
CD. He is not Dik-en around! 


Dog Day “Concentration” (Outside) Indie ecstasy! These 
cats, | mean dogs, take indie tropes and make you think you 
never heard them before. Poppy, sexy and make-you-fall-in- 
lovey music that dogged me out with delightfulness 


Double Dagger “More” (Thrill Jockey) Hearing this 
melodic desperate blast rock makes me declare myself a 
Double Dagger digger! 


D. Rider “Mother of Curses” (tizonarecords.com) Should 
be called X. Rider because these weird low-key sound 
throwings are X-cellent! 


Justin Townes Earle “Midnight at the Movies” (Bloodshot) 
Torchsong country music sung in a crystal clear voice 
without any fake twang or flase emotion. I’m guessing the 
midnight movie was not “Rocky Horror.” Unless Robert 
Altman remade it. 


Early Day Miners “The Treatment” (Secretly Canadian) 
Holy cow, this is a sweet record! Layers of pop 
extravagance and exquisite vocals and music that makes you 
feel relaxed and good anxious at the same time combine to 
make the Miners finer! 


The Electric Prunes "Feedback" (prunetwang) The Electric 
Prunes went about it the right way when they first got back 
together. They played some music, at first, just for the 
enjoyment of playing it, and to get to know each other again 
as friends, before deciding to put the band back together in 
eamest. This was about ten or twelve years ago. Since then, 
they've been killing ‘em in clubs and at festivals all over the 
U.S. and Europe, and have returned to the studio with a 
vengeance. With this, the third CD recorded by the original 
surviving group since reforming, they've already recorded 
more albums in the 21st Century than they did in the 60s! 
Just like before, these songs don't just get off the ground, 
they take off into the stratosphere! With punked-out 
rhythms, screamin’ psych leads, 50s sci-fi mad lab electronic 
discordia, and yes, damn fine songwriting, "Feedback" is 
sure to surprise both fans and would-be detractors. The very 
first line uttered by lead singer, Jim Lowe " For those of you 
who are here tonight, get off your ass and join the fight!!" 
says it all. Apathy isn’t tolerated in a world The Electric 
Prunes can STILL get you to on time. It's VERY trippy stuff 
that makes sense (or, at least, brings confusion with a smile) 
in this day and age. They're armed and ready for the newly 
emerging Psychedelic Revival, but, they follow no path but 
their own...There are no drug references, with the notable 
exception of " Morphine Drip,” which is, in actuality, a 
metaphor for an unbelievably destructive relationship. Lowe 
sings "I'd have to off myself to get the Hell away from 
you...what I thought was love was only sexual abuse.” A 
perfect 60s Punk song, with Modem Psych embellishments 
and, definitely, some contemporary personal politics. This is 
a bad trip induced, not chemically, but by life. "Itzomad" 
features some screamin’ fuzz guitar (Mark Tulin and Ken 
Williams share guitar duties, here, but, are sometimes ably 
assisted by the likes of Peter Lewis from a still active Moby 
Grape), that, well, you don't really hear that often, even 
within the realm of psych. " Flying Blind" takes a classic 
"Can't Explain" riff and goes all Jackson Pollock on it's ass. 
It's fucking disturbing...in a cool kind of way. "African 
Bees" is actually a pretty humorous number about how bees 
have all the fun, always getting backstage, going to the best 
parties, banging some whores, getting STDs, in much the 
same way Danny Elfman once said that insects made him so 
angry, he wanted to DANCE! (yes, I survived New Wave), 





and it features some "Insect" guitar sounds that evoke 
“Human Fly" (which reminded me of the intro to "Too 
Much To Dream" on that fine, fine day said record broke 
my brain). Add to all that the still-feral vocal styling of One 
Jim Lowe (sounds like a good name for a Chinese 
restaurant), one of the best howlers in the business, to this 
day, and you've got an album that delivers from all angles, 
like holding a prism up to a mirror. The feedback you 
receive, in turn, will be one not only of sound, but of mind. 


The Energy “Realize Your Sin” (Energy) Sapped mine. 


The Energy Commission “10,000 Hours” (Persistence) 
Take ska-inspired pop, add poetic Dylanlevel complexity 
lyrics and you get this jolt of energy. Jay Weinberg is not 
just a poet, he’s an activist, and these tunes take on Big Oil, 
Big Media, and a lot of other Bigs. But it never becomes 
tuneless or humorless like too much protest music, these 
bounce and jive and groove their messages. Maybe next 
record, though, he’ll use a CFL lightbulb for his artwork. 


Helena Espyall & Masaki Batoh “Overloaded Ark” (Drag 
City) Batoh steps away from his Ghost friends to once again 
team with the eerie angel voice of Espvall. This time they 
explore ancient Eastern sounds, both traditional (measurable 
in centuries) and spiritual (measurable in millennia). Go to 
sleep in bed with this on headphones and you will wake up 
in another dimension. 


Evaporators/Andrew W. K. “A Wild Pear” EP (Mint, 
mintrecs.com) Nardwuar does an original and a cover, 
AWK does two covers (Canadian Subhumans and the 
mighty Leather Uppers) and all the songs sound GREAT! 
But, being a Nardwuar release, that’s not all...there’s an 
audio snippet of a Nardwuar/AWK summit, and five pages 
of hilarious, informative text about Canadian punk history. 
And great cartoon drawings! And they even let Andrew 
spell honor without a“u.” 


Alexander Faem “agent 238” (Martyrs of Pop) French spy 
pop that made me slink, sneak, and espy. I lived in this 
quirky movie all day today and I liked having the 
soundtrack determine my moves! 


Dodd Ferrelle “Lonely Parades” (Two Sheds) Like Chris 
Dodd meets Pharell, only completely different! Sounds like 
the bleary-eyed Bright Eyes. 


Fiery Furnaces “I’m Going Away” (Thrill Jockey) It’s 
Marc Bolan’s vaudeville cabaret show! 


Filligar “Near or Far’ (www filligar.com) Fi la jar with 
musical genius, let it sit in your cellar all winter brewing up 
in its own awesomeness, and you've just preserved this CD! 


Fire Witch “Japan” (Wantage, wantageusa.com) Ultra- 
bottomed out bass sludge, with a desertdoom vibe but 
technical precision and weird time signature stuff. This 
witch will cast a chilling spell on you, or eat you. 


The Flying Change “pain is a reliable signal” (Scarlet 
Shame) This insurgent folkster’s voice is so low and 
ominous he should call the band the Changing Fly! That’s 
scarier. 


Foma “Inverness” (itsallfoma.com) Put me in a Coma. 


Forever “Punk Start My Heart” (HHBTM) The missing line 
between the SF sound of the golden era of getting high and 
the awesome underground Bay Area hipsters of today. I will 
listen to this at least forever! 


Galactic Inmate “Belt Buckle of Power” ep (Sarah 
Mason’s Medical Records) A rock band that plays nothing 
but squeaky balloons and popcorn machines. And a crazy 
huge 80s drum kit, but he only plays the bass and toms. And 
they have some kind of lyric sheet thats actually just a 
single-space kook rant they found at a bus stop. In other 
words, best band of the year! 


Gallows “Grey Britain” (Reprise) So perfect sounding a 
British punk band is this that they seem fake, like the band 
you would hire to be punk in a TV commercial. 


Gay Beast “Second Wave” (Skingraft) Sideways, 
backwards, oblong music that twists expectations like a 
DNA helix strand thing. Should be called Gay BEST! 





girl loves distortion “you better run, your highness” (exte) 
This DC band proposes to demonstrate a far more pleasant 
way to make late 80s Dischord “emo” more palatable than 
what actually happened (cringe). Very diggable. 


Gliss “devotion implosion” (Cordless) If scary fucked up 
ghosts wore shoes this is what they would play when they 
gazed at them. But they don’t wear shoes. They have sheets 
for bodies. And I bet this band does, too. And not in a Klan 
way, or a cute Charlie Brown Halloween way. This is a 
haunted CD! 


GoDI¥records Illinois Il (godiyrecords.com) Sure this is 
probably a pay-to-play comp, but it’s cool, in part because it 
opens with an actual ode to Chicago (“‘city” and “not so 
shitty” are rhymed.). And more importantly, it features the 
great Just Nutz, the veteran black hard rock band that only 
comes up for air every few years. And they ra-w-k! 


Golden “Night Reminds the Day” (goldentheband.com) 
Should be called Leaden. As it lead me to LOVE! 


Tom Goss “back to love...” (tomgossmusic.com) Should be 
called Tom Gosh, because gosh darnit this singer/songwriter 
is likeable! 


Go Time! “Speak” (myspace.com/gotimeband1) Go Time 
indeed, as in time to go to any bar these moody power 
poppers are rocking! Great psychedelia-cloud production 
makes these straightforward pop tunes sound extra- 
awesome. 


Grape Juice Records sampler (Grape Juice) Best band: 
Squaaks. Best band name: Linus. Best song: “Skin and 
Bones.” 


Greater California “All the Colors” (Subtitled Audio) 
Subdued sunshine pop that requires a low SPF but a high D- 
LG! 


Guara Vani & As Kindred Spirits “Ten Million Moons” 
(Equal Vision) Can you meditate and dance at the same 
time? Inspirational Hare Krishna funky groove tunes! And 
some less funky ones too (there’s a gospel style number that 
I dug). 


Guilty Hearts “Pearls Before Swine” (Voodoo Rhythm) 
Bluesy garage punk that makes you want to break a barstool 
over someone's head and then drink his now abandoned 
bourbon. 


Gypsy Dave and the Stumpjumpers “A Bucketful of 
Ghosts” (thegypsydave.com) A Gyp. 


Handglops “Ronk No Rool” (Gulcher, gulcher.gemm.com) 
Thunder farts and bubblegum music collide for sugary fart 
odors. Mmmmm! 


HB3 “The Veldt” (hb3.com) Symphonical 
soundscape/soundtrack music for your psychedelic 
nghtmare/wet dreams HB43 stands for How ‘bout three 
valium, I’m freaking out! 


Heartour “ate” (myspace.com/heartour) This guy ate his 
Weighties, the cereal that makes you a champion of eighties 


synth pop! 


Helicoptors “Sizing Up the Distance” (FlyCasual) Synth- 
asional! 


Gary Higgins “Seconds” (Drag City) I didn’t really have 
“Red Hash” fever when that rarity was reissued, but I do 
like this. Higgins voice has aged into a really exquisite 
instrument that perfectly delivers his slightly odd, yet very 
lovely lyrics. Some are about a 10-speed centipede. Some 
about an unlucky squirrel. 


Hollywood Squaretet “Nice Tets” (Roulade) If you live in 
my neighborhood this CD will seem familiar to you: if 
you've ever fallen asleep with the free jazz college radio 
station on in one room, and a crazy neighbor ranting in 
another this will make you feel the warm cozy embrace of 
home. Anyone who doesn’t realize this is awesome is 
fucking stupid. 


Horde of Two “Guitar & Bass Actions” (Smarten Up) 
Somehow this is indie rock with an attitude of jazzbo jazz 
(not free or skronk or bop, but finger snapping beatniks-dig- 
it stuff) without evoking what you hate about either. 





The Horses Ha “of the cathmawr yards” (A Hidden 
Agenda) Instead of making my horse laugh this made my 
horse put on a nice sweater, brew a cup of tea, and lead a 
discussion on the imagery in Flannery O° Connor short 
stories with a group of post-docs. 


Hot Panda “Volcano...Bloody Volcano” (Mint) Indie 
Canuck vocal-driven awesome music that made me want to 
mate with a panda. Which turned out to be a bad idea. 
Especially in China. Send help! 


Howie and the Hotknives “Shut-up and Dance” b/w Kids 
Are Kids” (Felony Fidelity) All the kids wanna do is shake 
that ass to this record, Because all the kids know that all this 
band wanna do is kick some ass. This record has better 
hooks than a rich double amputee. 


Hunters, Run! “If | Had Half A Chance” b/w “Simple and 
Calming” (Battle Standard) Like Hunter meets Cannonball 
Run, only less funny, and with better synth arrangements. 


Tan and The Aztecs (Carlton) I think the reason they're not 
doing the Green Bay Rockabilly Fest anymore is that the 
crazed performance by newcomers Ian and The Aztecs at 
the last fest probably put the venue in a higher insurance 
bracket. Ian is joined, here by Los Straitjackets’ guitarist 
Eddie Angel and drummer Teen Beat. This has got to be the 
roughest sounding recording Eddie's ever appeared on (tho' 
T've always maintained that he can do Lo-Fi WAY better 
than Billy Childish. Check the first Neanderthals album if 
you doubt his prowess). It's definitely of the "Put the 
microphone in a shoebox in the crapper" variety, but it 
works, The a-side promotes responsible drinking 
"Everybody's having fun..But, not until you're 21!” 
Actually, it's about getting sloshed. A virtual Aztec calendar 
of liqour, beer and wine. The flip is flipped, all right, taking 
Elvis' Post-Army rockin’ classic back to The Reeperbahn. 
Drunk, loud, stupid, inept (tho' Eddie still checks in with 
one of his finest solos yet) Garage Punk Rock and Roll. A 
quick fix for sick kicks. Plus,it's on pretty nifty grey marble 
vinyl....AND.the inside sleeve features vintage nekkid lady 
50s men's pics, while the front and back sleeves feature two 
stunning models from the 70s in all their bare ass nekkid 
glory. You could say it's just a ploy to sell records (a ploy 
that will work), or even maintain that it's sexist packaging. 
OR, you could say it's a conscious effort to improve 
standards of beauty, and that's really not sexist. However, if 
you prefer boney broads with no curves, lots of tattoos and 
piercings, and no grass on the playing field, then, ditch the 
cover and proceed to higher leaming (hic). "Is Ian King 
Usniewicz's son?!!"-Guest Critic, Pope Coleman. 


Immaculate Machine “High on Jackson Hill” (Mint) + 
muck-u-late! Not sure what I mean by that, but I already 
changed my mind, I love this! 


Inf “The Go Round” (Beats Broke) Though definitely a hip 
hop instrumental record this is neither a beats collection nor 
a fake Blaxploitation soundtrack. That said, it’s got some 
beats and 70s cinema vibe. But more importantly, it’s hip 
hop because it combines the aesthetics of montage (without 
recognizable samples), the philosophy of looping and 
grooving, and the ultra cool attitude that make you feel like 
the Mack when this is playing in your background. 


In Flight Safety “We Are An Empire My Dear” (Outside) I 
slept through this flight. 


The Inner Banks “Songs From Disko Bay” (DAG!) 
Sometimes really quiet singing can shake the hell out of you 
more than Bruce Dickinson screaming in your ear. This 
gives me chills that I like. 


Into The Presence (Razor and Tie) Modem rock with both 
prog elements as well as melodramatic, emotional vocals, 
Meaning a 53-year dad and his teenage daughter can share 
favorite band! 


Jack Ison “Real Much” (Tokyo Rose) Most crafters of 
soundscapes are chained to a style or school, and most art 
poet dudes make one-listen CDs. But Ison s a rare 
sound/word genius who is weird and interesting enough to 
make you listen again and again. 


The Iveys (Iveys) Hooked me up to an LV. of heavenly 
harmonies, and gave me a steady drip. 


Craig Jackson “Damn the Roses” (Green) The greatest 
living Jackson. 





Mitch Jacobs "Jukebox Music" (SteadyBoy) Like the title 
says, bub. Steady rollin’ traditional Bluesy Country and 
Rock ‘n' Roll. Boppin' enuff for The Rockabillies, Honky 
Tonkin’ enuff for Hard Country fans. Warbly, affected, but 
brutally honest, vocals. Blues Boogie Woogie slapback boss 
twang that'll hit it, git it, but don't ya dare quit it. Bluegrass 
influenced acoustic guitar with a dobro tone. Elvis, Johnny 
Cash and Roy Orbison influenced vocals. Full sounding 
production, songs to sip, nip, dance or romance to. Guest 
appearances by Cam King and (producer) Freddy Steady 
Kre, plus, Austin's best kept secret (who shouldn't be a 
secret at all), my man, Ted Roddy. You know it real, made 
in Texas by Texans, as it was engineered, mixed and 
mastered in Buda, Texas. There ain't but about six buildings 
in Buda, Texas, son. All of ‘em smaller than your house, too. 
(retraction: I just learned that Buda has expanded 
drastically, since the adjoining town started winning in High 
School Football or something). 


JC Brooks & the Uptown Sounds “Raw Power Soul 
(myspace.com/theuptownsound) Chicago's saviors of sweet 
funky R&B know how to bring the retro without straining, 
and if you can’t get down with the get down listening to this 
you need to renege on that deal with Satan, and get your 
soul back. 


Jesse & the Hogg Brothers “White Trash meth Lab,” 
“Working For Yankee Money” (Black & Blue) If this was 
just a band making white trash jokes and wearing Billy Bob 
teeth and using fake twangs this might suck. But the beauty 
of the Hoggs (who are not above white trash jokes, Billy 
Bob teeth, and fake twangs) is that they are also making 
super earnest country music, old time stuff, including CB 
trucking songs, odes to America, and Christmas songs on 
both albums. If you can’t get enough of crude Southemer 
comedy (and a zillion Larry the Cable Guy fans can't be 
wrong) meets 1968 Opry music than get both CDs. Other 
curious folks get the second CD, as it includes some 
improved versions of the “hits” from the first one 


Jesus Lizard “Pure/Head,” “Goat,” “Liar,” “Down” (Touch 
& Go) At this year’s Pitchfork Fest I had an almost religious 
experience, and I don’t mean watching David Yow and 
Company's amazing set. I mean being amongst the ecstasy 
of the pilgrims who came mecca to see these messiahs. I 
have never seen a happier group of 40-somethings in my life 
than I saw when Jesus Lizard’s mighty rhythm section, 
devastating guitar noise, and true showman frontman began 
to destroy the crowd. Music critic Greg Kot, who has to see 
400 shows a year, was bobbing his head, dancing, and 
smiling as he took notes at the beginning of the set. Forty 
minutes later he was still smiling and dancing! Betinna from 
Thrill Jockey was acting like a twelve year old at a Jonas 
Brothers concert. Photographer Marty Perez actually was 
dancing and laughing his entire time in the pit taking 
pictures. Hopefully their reunion is well appreciated 
everywhere, but in their hometown they were treated like 
gods by the folks old enough to have spent dozens of nights 
in bars and clubs with them. This deluxe reissue project is a 
fitting nod to the band’s greatness, as in my opinion, this is 
the only band that sounds like this worth listening to. When 
younger kids ask me describe why Chicago liked them I 
usually say that it’s because they had the vibe of the dire, 
driving AmRep-style bands, but somehow were not awful. 
This is largely due to Yow’s humor, nudity, and crowd 
interaction (often humorous, nude crowd interaction). Just 
as David lee Roth’s vaudeville/minstrel show jive softened 
the dickishness of guitar hero wankery, Yows antics made a 
usually joyless style of music human and awesome. And 
that came across in recordings as well. I don't know if every 
receding hairliner in a Chicago cop jacket will replace their 
vinyl copies with these reissues, but you young 
whippersnappers need to pick these up! 





Simon Joyner “Out in the Snow” (Team Love) Simon 
Joyless. 


Kaspar Hauser “the sons” (Spacesuit) If you are expecting 
Kasper the Friendly Ghost meets Doogie Hauser you will be 
sorely disappointed...in how low your personal expectations 
are. This collection of songs somehow drives and ambles at 
the same time and has some fine tunesmithing, great vocals 
and even some honest stabs at background harmony. Doogie 
and the Ghost can’t harmonize for shit! 


Katastrophe “The Worst Amazing” (307 Knox) Nerdcore 
that acts like it’s really cool...oh underground hip hop, is 
there nothing you can’t do? 





Kid Congo Powers and The Pink Monkey Birds "Dracula 
Boots” (In The Red)-Kid Congo Powers ("Kid" to his 
friends) has too many credits to list here, but, chances are, 
you know of him via stints in The Cramps, The Gun Club, 
Nick Cave and The Bad Seeds, Congo Norvell, and/or The 
Knoxville Girls. The Pink Monkey Birds is his current 
project, and this album is stirring up some positive 
feedback...with good reason. Kid returns to the Garage, 
pulling from the spirit of Mexican AND American 
Rock'n'Roll bands of The 60s, as well as Mexican Horror 
films of the same era, and much, much, more. Opener 
"LSDC" combines catchy, Seeds-like fuzztone riffs and 
trippy electronics with Kid Congo's trebly Horror 
Host/Movie Mad Scientist recitation. From there, he's 
covering Thee Midniters' descent into stupidity "I Found a 
Peanut.” I already told him, so, now, I'm telling you, the 
man has cajones of steel to tackle that song. But a successful 
venture it was. From there, we go for a ride on a swirling, 
layered, crazed Psychedelic Spin Art machine that 
occasionally gets Funky (by "Funky,” I mean with a deep 
bass sound, NOT a slap bass sound). As we get back on 
solid ground, though nervously, the album's standout track, 
“La Llarona" recounts the popular Mexican Folk Tale of 
"The Curse of The Crying Woman,” which has already been 
committed to film several times (she even met Santo, once), 
and, at least once, in a Rock'n'Roll song (by Kid Congo's 
friend, Chris D.'s Divine Horsemen). La Llarona's story 
takes form with a woman who goes insane when her 
Husband dies, and consequently kills her children and then 
herself. Her spirit is cursed to walk the earth forever, crying 
for her children. The spooky keyboards really do evoke 
Mexican Horror and Lucha Libre movie soundtrack music at 
it's finest, while Kid recounts the tale of The Crying 
Woman, as though he were hosting a late night all-Mexican 
Horror Movie show (IF ONLY!). By the time of "Bobo 
Boogie" on side two, we're really giving the Drummer (Ron 
Miller--surely not Ron Miller from Destroy All Monsters? 
Quien Save?) some, while The Kid slices things up with 
some discordant, tremolo-laden leads. No, not like The 
Cramps, so much as Dennis Coffey (on a very bad trip). 
"Rare as The Yeti" (Good title) is a basic, catchy Garage 
Rocker that you WISHED you'd have found at the bottom of 
a stack of 45s in a thrift store. Powers' voice retains that 
same creepy, but  intellectual-sounding, vibe as 
before...somewhere between Vincent Price and Leonard- 
Pinth Carnell. On the closer, "Late Night Scurry,” we get 
even closer to Vincent Price, as he strings together images 
of forensics, Michael Jackson (Vincent Price was the 
highlite of "Thriller"), David Thomas from Pere Ubu, and 
Jackie Gleason (it's hard to think of one without summoning 
the other) You know what? This is a really fun album. 


Kinetic Stereokids “Kid Moves” (Overdraft) I am not smart 
enough to understand post modem funkism. 


Knife the Symphony “Dead Tongues” (Phraty) Should be 
called Knife the SynmREAL, because there's nothing phony 
about these angular asskickings! 


Chris Knight “Trailer II” (Drifter’s Church) The Mayor of 
Sorry-ville twangs out some classic country that will break 
your heart and make you hug your father. 


Heather Kropf “hestia” (self released) Songwriting heaven! 


Landed “Liver and Lungs” (Corleone) This isn’t noise 
music, this is message music! And the message is “Get the 
fuck out of the way, here comes some noisy burgercizing 
damage!” 


Land of Lincoln “like animals” —_ (myspace. 
com/landoflincolnmusic) I expected lame indie from that 
band name, but this was awesome rock rock! This rocks! 


Lans Lynkke SC (LansLynkeSC.com) If you need some 
bouncy singer songwriter pop in your life this is the missing 
Lynke. 


Le Face “isolation” (Dead Beat) A new band that sounds 
just like the late 70s early eighties cassette and 45 weirdo 
English bands collected on the amazing Messthetics comps. 
If I was in L.A. I would follow this band around like a 
teenage girl. A fucked up art damaged teenage girl 


Lemonwilde “Red Room” (lemonwilde.com) Made me 
pucker. 


Les Marteaux Pikettes “Pas de” ep (442eme Rue) I don’t 
understand French, but I’m pretty sure this woman is 


singing, “we are a bad assed rock group/and will rock the 
fuck out of you/and I'm a hot Frnech singer and can sing 
awesome/and we rock! 


Let Me Run “Meet Me at the Bottom” (XOXO) Let Me 
Run to the “off” button. 


Lights “Rites” (Drag City) Should be called “Heavies,” 
because they just musically blew my mind! 


Lights Out! “Destroy/Create” (Dead Beat) A German band 
named Lights Out could easily be paying homage to UFO, 
which would be great, but what's better is that they seem to 
be saluting Angry Samoans, crafting classic punk that 
makes you want to poke poke poke your eyes out! 


Chris Ligon “Look at the Birdy” (Clang) So the story is 
that Chris’ ace musician brother Scott was gigging with 
Terry Adams and played some of his brother's tunes for the 
NRBQer, who flipped out. The result is the ultimate 
compilation of Ligon’s brilliant music. He is both a comic 
and musical genius, as these weird song, skits, and 
masterpieces bear out. This is a singer and songwriter who 
draws more from Charles Nelson Reilley than Bob Dylan, 
who would rather be on Hee Haw than Soundstage. | love 
every note of this CD, I laughed at jokes I'd heard at dozens 
of Chris and Heather shows, and I was delighted that the 
Roctober flexi track was included! 


Like Bells (Exit) Hey! Sweet jazzy sounding post rock! | 
remember that! 


The Lime Spider “Live at the Esplanade” (Stee! Cage) 
Formed in Australia by Mick Blood thirty years ago, and 
best known for some mid-80s records, Lime Spiders qualify 
as legends, but if you are American, or under 40, or not a 
rock encyclopedia no need to feel bad if you've never heard 
of them. If only the heart of the classic lineup could get 
together at a hot live yenue with an excellent recording 
facility bult in and crash through all their best songs so we 
could catch up. What? They did? And Stee! Cage put it out? 
This is a fine collection of nasty garage punk, not as much 
psyche influence as I remember, but lot more oomph. When 
they go balls out nuts they seem more intense than bands a 
third their age. 


Lokai “Transition” (Thrill Jockey) If they think making 
chillingly quiet, super eerie ambient atmosphere music is a 
low key thing to do (assuming that’s how you pronounce 
their name) then they haven't seen the massive damage 
they've done to the inside of my head, as I now mentally 
live in that metronome/eyeball void from the beginning of 
the Twilight Zone TV show. 


Love Boat “imaginary beatings of love” (Alien Snatch) Not 
sure what raw bubblegum would look like (do they even 
have to cook bubblegum?) but I sure as hell know what it 
sounds like. Spare punky pop with an acoustic guitar jangle 
cutting through an electric guitar and teenage starter drum 
kit makes for one of my fave records of the year, 


Loxsly “Tomorrow's Fossils” (loxsly.com) A little two 
subtle, subdued, and precious for me, but I love their side 
project, Bagelsly. 


Lubriphonic = “Soul Solution” —_(lubriphonic.com) 
Instrumental jam band majesty with some serious grooves 
injected. 


matt macauley “wish I could make you dance” 
(mattmacauley.com) This guy is such a master of his 
instrument he should change is name to Matt Macoustic! 


Mac Blackout “The Rabid Babies” (Dead Beat) This 
awesome record is so creepy, and nasty and weird that it 
seems to have given me several diseases. Highly infectious! 


The Macpodz “Live at the Ark” (macpodz.com) 
Supplementing college town funk with jazzy touches and 
serious chops, this is a party band for an actually good party. 


Mad Sin “20 Years in Sin Sin” (Hepcat) Over two decades 
of psychotic Teutonic psychbilly-infused punk celebrated 
with b-sides & rarites (sprinkled with Oi chants, surf guitar 
effects, and ridiculous lyrics) and a full live concert CD. 


Malajube “Labyrinthes” (Dare to Care) Snoozeajube. Sorry 
if that doesn't actually qualify as wordplay but this left me 
too sleepy to pun. 








Mama Rosin “brule lentement” (Voodoo Rhythm) Gritty 
yet lovely Cajun traditional/rock ‘n’ roll hybrid, with nods 
io ye ye, blues, Island music, and “primitive” this and that. 
One bad Mama jamma! 


Mannequin Men “Lose Your Illusion, Too” (Flameshovel), 
“Prehistoric Shit’ Vol. 1 (plustapes.com) Chicago's favorite 
trash punks’ latest album presents songs about rocky 
relationships, massages, and ennui in a smorgasbord of 
indelicate pop styles that demonstrate the band’s willingness 
to fuck it up like the Dead Boys, jangle it up like the Bats, 
and mix it up like the Replacements. While it demonstrates 
slightly broader dynamics than their previous albums, 
Mannequin Men have little interest in reinventing the wheel. 
They embrace rock clichés, joyously obvious riffs, and 
shameless, snotty faux-English vocals. Yet they offset this 
intentional dumbness with clever pop hooks, and more 
significantly, with a surprising wholesomeness. But if you 
really want to hear them fuck things up check out their 
cassette of songs from 2003-2008. Now I genuinely dig the 
new album and have been listening to is a lot, but if you 
were to make the argument that the songs ao the tape are 
better I couldn’t really argue with you. The sort of 
unfocussed anarchy of fluctuating between Michk jagger 
strutting and faux-psychedlia is super awesome, and if you 
still have a tape player in your car this will make your life 
better. 


Marshmallow Coast “Phreak Phantasy” (HHBTM) The 
latest incarnation of the stickiest Elephant 6 band makes the 
best d.iy. Steely Dan record you'll hear this year! 

thylacinus” 


Marsupial (marsupialmusic.com) 


Marsuper! 


“genus 


Frankie Mayfield “Damn, You Created It” (Blacktop) 
Frankie may field, but he also might make some errors. 


Ronnie MeNeir (Dusty Groove) A lot of the rare records 
that 45 collectors and British Northern Soul fans celebrate 
sounds like they weren't hits because there is something just 
off about them. They don’t sound like what made it onto 
radio. Nothing on this album, with McNeir’s smooth voice 
serving both Quiet Storm groovers and funky stuff, sounds 
like it couldn't be on the radio. It might not be quite good 
enough to be the best, but it’s pretty great, and this is a 
clinic on sexy singing. 


Mean Jeans “License 2 Chill” ep (Dirtnap) I love how if 
you get 45s these days the odds of a band sounding like 
Milk & Cookies or the Fast or Real Kids is better than them 
sounding like Minor Threat. This is a pretty hooky record 
with some actual handclaps! Mean Jeans are keen teens! 


Meercaz (Gulcher) Sonds like the best Detroit proto-punk, 
but on way better drugs, creating a cloud of amorphous rock 
that makes you want to float away peacefully and spasm at 
the same time. 


Melting Point “Get on the Bus” (Banana Man) This band 
will be bigger than Phish and their next record will be called 
“Get on the Private Jet.” 


Men Without Pants “Naturally” (expansion team) 
Futuristic blues trash that’s not particularly futuristic at all! 
Best song: a minute-long noise/rock/driving slice of pure 
balls out YEAH called “Rock Show.” 


Mike & the Ravens “no place for pretty” (Zoho) "Noisy 
Boys! The Saxony Sessions" (Zoho) There's no disputing 
The Alarm Clocks ' recent studio release is probably the 
strongest comeback LP from a long-forgotten (until 
recently) 60s Garage band, but, these puppies are so flat-out 
twisted, they make their way well past the genre and it's 
expectations. Influences seem to include The Cramps, the 
monks, Captain Beefheart, Pere Ubu and Davie Allan and 
The Arrows, even though that's probably only partly true 
(our mutual friend, Mike Stax, probably primed them with 
some great stuff, though). Mike & The Ravens "get" the 
(rather obvious) connection between Rockabilly and Garage 
Rock in a manner, simply put, so avant garde, it makes the 
jump back to Rock'n'Roll with apparent ease. Your band 
should hope to be able to fathom such undiluted craziness 
when you're pushing 70. Fuzz, tremolo, screamin’ sustain, 
whacked out drum beats and warbly, wolf-growlin' vocals 
create a psychosis that never lets up. Next year, it will have 
been 50 years since the group began offending local 
sensibilities in Northfield, Vermont. Not a lot of bands can 
make THAT claim, and still be making kickass music (with 








the exception of The Downliners Sect, though the late 50s 
belonged to their predecessor band; The Downliners). This 
is the real stuff. The kind of music you've never heard, but 
will wish you had. It's intense, it's insane, it WILL shake 
your nerves and it'll rattle your brains. 


Blake Miller “Burn Tape” (exit stencil) An indie rock wet 
dream, this couldn't sound better if he whistled. Wait...he 
just whistled, and it got better! 


Moby Grape "The Place and the Time" (Sundazed) 
Regardless of what you've read, this is not a collection of 
strictly unreleased material. What it does amount to is a lot 
of cool rarities that haven't turned up elsewhere (except 
maybe on bootlegs), and stuff that appeared on the 
excellent, long out of print "Vintage: The Very Best of 
Moby Grape.” Sure to please fans, and, MAYBE, even 
bring some new followers into the fold. The emphasis is 
largely on the Hard Rockers, which sets just fine with me. 
Opening with Columbia Records’ audition recordings of 
"Indifference" and "Looper" (which is presently my favorite 
Grape number, though, I don't remember it being on any of 
their original LPs. Pity). The band sounds completely 
unhinged, though more than ready for the world domination 
that, sadly, never happened. There are several demos, and 
even some great live tracks (which already appeared on 
"Vintage"). It's just a nicely laid out collection, whether 
you've heard some of this stuff before or not, like the 
hilarious campfire singalong,"Big,” heard here in it's 
completed state ("Call me a wiener, I called him a nerd. 
Called her a whore and she called me a turd...). The great 
Hard Psych number "Sweet Ride" (from the still-rare 
Drugsploitation film of the same name) can also ne heard, in 
all it's splendor. Demos and audition tapes abound, and, 
even in their roughest form, the unique Hard Rock Country 
Psych of Moby Grape is executed with artistic compassion 
and sensitivity, and, yet, it takes no prisoners. This is one 
rarities set that could make a believer out of a novice. Of 
course, the legend Moby Grape (still active, by the way, 
with the four original surviving members, plus the late Skip 
Spence's son, in tow) looms larger with every passing year. 
That they weren't huge is a mystery, but the real mystery 
was in their music, itself. They weren't part of the "Hip" San 
Francisco sound, though they were well-liked at the time. 
There wasn’t a "Somebody To Love" or even an "I Feel 
Like I'm Fixin' To Die Rag" (though "Big" comes awfully 
close to the latter, it couldn’t have been played on the radio) 
in their repertoire, but most folks agree that, like (pre-Dino 
Valenti) Quicksilver Messenger Service, the boys with the 
big purple sound deserved better than they got. A Bizarro 
World promotions scheme (releasing EVERY song from the 
first album on five singles, simultaneously, or "Jamming" 
with Arthur Godfrey at 78 rpm, on an otherwise 33 RPM 
LP, and with Michael Bloomfied and Al Kooper on a bonus 
12". on their second album, "Wow.” At the cost of resorting 
to a very bad pun, such gimmicks were "Unheard of" at the 
time) kept them from utilizing their potential to the fullest. 
Even today, the Record Industry has forgotten how to make 
their product more desirable to collectors. The idea of bonus 
DVDs and improved packaging (or, God forbid, bringing 
the prices down) came much too late to help The CD. While 
the (planned) individual re-releases of all Moby Grape's 
original Columbia albums was put on ice by their former 
manager, Steven Katz, who should have lost the use of his 


right arm, by now, from stabbing the band in the back for 
over 40 years, did contain bonus cuts, this is a case of 
EVERY track being a bonus cut. 


Moderat (Bpitch Control) What's better than robotic 
ambient alien music? German robotic ambient alien music! 


Monkey Power Trio “Lest We be Misunderstook” 
(monkeypowertrio.com) The monkeys are a band one day a 
year and write and record a record that day. Or, if not 
possible they get street musicians and kooks like Art Paul 
Schlosser and Jandek to record their songs for them and they 
perpetrate that they made it theselves. So Jandek collectors, 
here is a lost gem! Best MPT record of the year! 


the monks “black monk time” (Light on the Attic) “The 
Early Years (Light in the Attic) According to a 2006 
documentary the monks was a pre-fabricated conceptual art 
project assembled by visionary German  svengalis. 
According to the Lunachicks (tied with the Fall for first to 
release a monks’ cover) the proto-punks were AWOL 
American Gls who shaved their heads and dressed as monks 
to hide from authorities, Though facts don’t conform to 
either scenario, the ultimate truth lies in the music: 1966" 
“black monk time” is astonishing, by far the best 
“unknown” album rediscovered in the last two decades. The 
LP is amazing in part because it is so German; art/prog 
elements include “primitive” floor-toms and bizarre 
amplified banjo. But the magic comes from American-ness 
(they were discharged, not AWOL, US soldiers). Despite 
their puppetmasters’ attempts to make them stoic, 
minimalist monks, their American goofiness and native 
land's diversity (the band consists of jazz, rockabilly, 
country and r&b performers) meant the dark music is 
imbued with joy. Thus, lyrics like “I hate with a passion 
baby” become feel good music. Rather than “The Early 
Years,” a more honest title for the supplemental release 
might be “The Previous Week,” as it mostly contains album 
demos, but some genuine rarities are included, and the 
practice tracks reveal alternate lyrics, the mischievous 
nature of Gary Burger vocal approach, and the value of 
using German classical music engineers to make the 
finished product so pristine. Though arguably only those 
with monastic devotion would need this, the mightiness of 
“black monk time” ensures that virtually anyone who hears 
it will take these monks’ vow of loudness, especially 
considering that these ultra-deluxe reissues are as ornate and 
intricate as an illuminated manuscript. 





Monotonix “Where Were You When When It Happened?” 
(Drag City) These Israelis defy the sanctity of the Old 
Testament, because they prove the existence of cavemen. 


Morton Valence “Bob and Veronica Ride Again” (Bastard) 
Johnny Depp may have failed to match classic gangster 
movie magic with his Dillinger movie, but Morton Valence 
captured classic Serge Gainsborough enchantment with their 
“Bonnie and Clyde” update. Super sexy and hypnotizing! 


Motorik “Klang!” (XO) Motorok! If you can’t move to this 
check your spine. 


Mr. Groove Band “Rocket 88 Tribute to Ike Tumer” 
(Zoho) A fitting tribute to Ike’s legacy is this swinging set 
by a top session band, with guest vocals by two singers from 
Ike’s review. Bonnie Bramlett was the first white Ikette in 
the 60s, and Audrey Tumer became the new Tina in the 90s 
and 00s, singing female leads and eventually becoming Mrs. 
Ike. Many of his classic 50s-70s sides are here, including the 
title track, ‘Nutbush City Limits,” and ‘River Deep, 
Mountain High.” I wish they'd included my favorite Ike 
solo track, “These Dreams,” but they do include a bonus 
track featuring Ike working out at a session for his last 
album. 


Mumiy Troll “Comrade Ambassador” (mummiytroll.com) 
This is one of the top bands in Russia, and they had me 
“russian” towards the CD player to turn it off. Ecch. That 
was so pompous and soulless that for the first time I feel like 
hearing Lee Greenwood. 


Billy Mumy “Circular” (Global) Though known as Will 
Robinson on Lost in Space to many, for outré music fans he 
is more importantly known as one of the Barnes of Barnes 
and Barnes, of “Fish Heads” and “I Had Sex with Pac Man” 
fame (fame?). If you are expecting non-sequiturs or novelty 
here you will be pleasantly disappointed, A gifted multi- 
instrumentalist with solid pop sensibilities, this is an almost 
spiritual album. 


Mystery of Two (Exit) The biggest mystery is why am I not 
following this band around like a shadow watching them 
make every note of audio from toothbrushing in the morning 
to book page turning as they doze off. This postNo Wave 
genius band is super ridiculously awesome and you should 
love them like your own children 


Nervebreakers "I Hate The Nervebreakers (a six song 
"Nervebreakers For Dummies" primer) (Nervebreaker 
Music) The past year or so has found the classic ‘Breakers 
lineup hard at work recording songs for their new album, the 
yet to be released "Face Up To Reality.” and, not seemingly 
as taxing, restoring and reinforcing their friendships. The 
advance tracks that I've heard are as good, probably better 
than, the original '70s singles. But, there's a real easy way to 
make that decision. This sampler CD, a primer for those 
new to the band, or just aching to hear the original sides 
after a long drought (their singles-Not all of 'em-were only 
available on the Wild Child LP, "I Love Your Neurosis,” 
out of Italy, and even that is getting to be quite the rarity...) 
Opening with the title track from the new album, you can 
tell, from the word "Go,” that the band has an agenda, and 
pissing around is not part or it. The furious drumming of 
Carl "Crusher" Giesecke and the screamin’ sustain and 
fuzztone overload by twin guitarists, Mike Haskins and 
Barry Kooda (they're not really twins. Figure of speech) 
instantly bring to mind what The Nervebreakers did with 
"Strange Movies" by The Troggs, and could yet do with 
"Feels Like a Woman.” This is heavy stuff. NOT for the 
faint of heart, The anthemic "Hijack The Radio" plays out a 
fantasy many of us have held, of holding the local Rock 
stations hostage, and actually playing some Rock 'n’Roll. It's 
4 great tune with a lot of humor, but, as a statement of 
purpose, this is still no joke. It also predates The Ramones’ 
similarly-motivated "Do You Remember Rock'n'Roll 
Radio?" and "We Want The Airwaves.” "My Girlfriend is a 
Rock,” is, admittedly, done more for laughs, but rocks just 
as hard as any of ‘em, Lead Singer, T. Tex Edwards, roaring 
with a ferocity that would do the only man he ever, briefly, 
stepped down from the mike for, Roky Erickson, proud 
"Why am I So Flipped" lives up to it's title, taking the 
listener through all manner of unexplored terrain. Like a 
more economic "Inna Gadda Da Vida" (played at 78 speed), 
with the band stopping on a dollar's worth of dimes, each 
one throwing in solos that check in at less than 10 seconds. 
"My Life is Ruined" takes the tempo down considerably, 
with acoustic guitar and castanets, conveying more of a 
“Spaghetti Western" feel, and, perhaps, foreseeing T. Tex 
Edwards' later "Murder Country” er, The song seems to 
be an attempt to wrestle self pity from the wimps and back 
into the hands of the truly hard livers, But, perhaps not. It 
just seems to say, no hope, no future, no second chance, it is 
what it is. But, if it weren't for hope and second chances, 
The Nervebreakers wouldn't be coming on so strong, today 
"I Love Your Neurosis" appeared on the 1979 ESR Records 
comp, "Are We Too Late For The Trend?,” one of the finest 
regional Punk/New Wave comps of The 70s. An earlier 
version, recorded in 1977, was recently unearthed, and 
closes out this EP. While it resembles the later version, it's, 
understandably a good bit more rough and raw-sounding 
And they're STILL more rough and raw sounding than any 
of the newbies you can throw into the ring. Age ain't nothin’ 
but a number, and that number is NUMBER TWO if you 
believe it ain't. Expect to hear more new stuff, soon. What 
I've heard is Pure Punk Rock 'n'Roll, regardless of demand, 
and so, good student, will you 








New Roman Times “On the Sleeve” (New Grenada) 
Should be called Holy Roman Emperor...because they rule! 


Niagra and the Hitmen “St. Valentines Day Massacre” 
(Steel Cage) This is a ridiculously exciting release — the 
Hitmen are a Radio Birdman offshoot that have been 
making pummeling Detroit-style rock for over thirty years. 
Who better to sing with them then one of the mothers of 
Detroit damage, Niagra. As a member of noise rock/visual 
art/film collective Destroy All Monsters Niagra is an 
amazing figure, her striking beauty making the concerts, 
films and photos of DAM so jarring, but her creative powers 
helping make the content of their work so substantial and 
strange. I feel bad making so many comparisons but hearing 
this amazing live album and seeing the videos included 
compel me to go on a namecheck orgy. She sings like a 
female Stiv Bators, though I probably should be more 
Detroit-centric and mention her vocals recall Iggy on 
“1969.” Her eternal youth and stunning looks bring to mind 
Poison Ivy, but her blank-eyed, flat, intimidating phrasing is 
totally Nico-esque. And the one mysterious beauty who 
always almost scared me with her otherworldly presence 


was Jarboe of SWANS, and I'd say Niagra, despite dressing 
and fulfilling the rock ‘n’ roll queen part, shares a similar 
devastating mystery. One of my favorite CDs of the year. 


Nickname: Rebel vs Offset Needle Radius (Wow Cool) 
Dark-ish, ambient-esque, psychedlic-y lunarscapes that you 
can dance on, but only with a zero gravity lumbering gat. 


97-Shiki “Brother” ep (Hewhocurropts) Mathematical 
hardcore that disassembled me like a Benenihana chef does 
a piece of grilling chicken. 


Nobunny “Give It To Me" b/w “Motorhead with Me” 
(HoZac) I'm speechless! This dirty rabbit is the greatest 
living pop punk mammal! 


NOFX “Coaster” (Fat) Amazingly, not the same record as 
the last 46 records, the songs are more distinct, less cookie- 
cutter, and really good. They are actually not coasting! 


Nothing People “Late Night” (SS, s-srecords.com) When I 
g0 off my meds this is exactly what I hear in my head. 


Om “God Is Good” (Drag City) I'm starting an opposite 
band, Mo, that does short, perky, funny, unserious, non- 
spooky, really fast Three Stooges themed jig music. 


The Oranges Band “Are Invisible” (theorangesband.com) 
One of the least cookie-cutter poppy bands on Lookout 
(they were only vaguely punky, and never sounded like So- 
Cal clones) makes it back to the now largely-non-existent 
record store shelves with a solid, engaging work that is as 
tasty as their namesake fruit 


Ouled Bambara - Portraits of Gnawa (Twos & Fews) 
Ceremonial Moroccan music meant to communicate with 
beings of smokeless fire. I didn't read the liner notes, just 
know my gnawa music. Or, at least | wish I knew more 
about it after listening to this magnificent collection. 
Nothing sounds like the twang of a thumb piano, and the 
variations of banjos used on this, the spare percussion, and 
the crisp handclaps set a musical table that any spirit would 
be pleased with. 


Pajo “Scream With Me” (Black Tent Press) Despite being 
handsomer than Danzig and having recently dabbled in dark 
metal, | wasn’t sure what to expect with an all Misfits 
classics cover album by David Pajo. I realized I seriously 
wasn't ready when it tumed out to be all acoustic guitar, 
slow ballad versions of songs about Jackie Kennedy fucking 
and sucking, not going into the bathroom and night, and not 
being a goddamn son of a bitch. While this won't appeal to 
any Misfits 2.0 fans (many of whom are also “Juggalos”), 
this is pretty solid, Never reverting to novelty (like the 
“lounge” covers of punk songs) this seems to be a dude who 
loves these songs looking for less melodramatic pathos in 
seemingly absurd, but inarguably greatly crafted, tunes. 


Mike Pardew “Azul” (Five Oaks) Should be called Mike 
Pard-ooe0ohhhh! As in, “Ooooohbh, that smooooooth ‘n* 
sexy jazz is getting me hot!” 


Brandon Patton “Underhill Downs” (brandonpatton.com) 
Brandon deserves a Patt On the back for doing such a stellar 
job crafting borderline quirk, fun pop. Plus he namechecks 
Mr. Pibb. 


The Perms “Keeps You Up When You're Down” (Socan) 
Semi-powered power pop. 


Heather Perry “These appetites” (Spade Kitty) Should be 
called Heather Very. Because she is very awesome! 


The Phantom Limbs “Accept the Justice/Whole Loto 
Love” CD/DVD (Alternative Tentacles) Before moving to 
Chicago to join a marching bnad, make art noise, and record 
mentally challenged rock bands (see Arts of Life review) 
Loto Ball led the freakiest cabaret band in California (which 
is saying something). This retrospective CD and DVD 
features a “documentary” assembled with Mr. Balls’ askew 
sense of assemblege intact, so basically it documents much, 
explains little. Coupled with the CD, this is a testament to a 
band that wasn’t just a band and that wasn't being weird just 
to be weird. They were driven to be spectacles and to make 
odd, creepy noises and to put on a spectacular show by some 
muse or demon that made them genuine and eamest in their 
freakdom. I'd say they were the Kings of Fucked 
Uptitude...but that might be going out on a Limb. 





Pink Punk “Zombie God Delicious” (Freeport) Mr. Yap 
presents radical rants that combine techno, poetry, balladry, 
and chaos theory (plus a Bill Hicks sample) and it would 
make Fox News anchors poop with its politics. A DVD, 
mostly presenting talking word art/poetry/preaching filmed 
dynamically amidst urban decay, is not as powerful as the 
cD. 


Bob Pittman “10 ‘Totally Catchy ~~ Songs” 
(totallycatchysongs.com) Born in Chicago (allegedly in my 
favorite bar), Pittman moved out West and spent the late 70s 
and early 80s in a series of punk and New Wave bands. 
Years later Pittman is back trying to establish himself as a 
songwriter and a performer, and his songs are catchy and 
clever. A straightforward style and a voice free of rock ‘n’ 
roll affectation or cool posturing (he doesn’t have to pretend 
to be black like so many others) results in him sounding a 
bit like an outsider musician, specifically Harvey Sid Fisher 
comes to mind. Very charming. 


Plexi 3 “tides of change” (Bachelor) Too many bands in the 
garage scene today are ignoring the 60s, either jumping to 
the 70s, or pretending they're something different than 
garage rockers. But these enchanted elfs make such pure 60s 
mod rocking girl group trash punk garage magic that I 
plexed all over myself listening to it! 


the Poles “Twelve Winds” 
doubleplusgoodrecords.com) Made my pole ache. 


(dpg, 


Polvo “In Prism" (Merge) It seems like 20 years since | was 
into Polvo, have they been around?. Well they're here now, 
Polvo-rizing stuff, sounding like indie rock Rush, and being 
ominous and rocking! 


Post Honeymoon “S/T” (Two Thumbs Down) 
Melodramatic synth and scrambling drums married with 
super-melodramatic grown up goth-izied vocals make for 
some interesting stuff. Chicago's best boy-girl duo since 
Algebra Suicide! 


Powertrane "Beyond The Sound" (MCM03) The 
Hydromatics (With Scott Morgan) "The Earth is Shaking" 
(Suburban) Do you remember, about five years ago, when 
every band was going to sound like The MCS for five 
minutes? It didn’t really happen, Sometimes, you've 
got to get closer to the source. With The Rationals, Scott 
Morgan not only played opposite The MCS, He influenced 
them, and taught 'em plenty. Robin Tyner once said that he 
and all of his peers tried to draw from the Motown vocal 
sound, only Morgan nailed it. And, he still wails out the 
brass balls, screamin’ guitar, screamin’ Rock'n'Soul verbage 
that made Detroit famous (and made a mess of us all). 
Heavy, as opposed to Metal. Youthful urgency in his 
delivery, fueled by the experience of a Veteran Detroit 
Rocker. That's like serving two hitches in one war, With 
Powertane, Scott is joined by another Motor City music vet, 
Robert Gillespie, who put in time with Robin Tyner (in the 
ill-fated "New MCS,” a fine band that deserved better) and 
Mitch Ryder (to my knowledge, he's still playing in his 
band), and a youthful rhythm section, who've leamed from 
the best, Chris "Box" Taylor on bass and Dave Knepp on 
drums. These guys came thru here (with Deniz Tek from 
Radio Birdman on THIRD guitar!) last year. You missed it. 
You missed out. The Hydromatics are a young German band 
carrying on in the same tradition as Powertrane. They had a 
big hand in the songwriting on "The Earth is Shaking,” and 
the end result is fiery and fervent as anything Morgan has 
done. His music just gets more aggressive with age. It's 
highly unlikely you can say the same. 








Pre “Hope Freaks” (Skingraft) If I had epilepsy & listening 
to this band triggered attacks, I would risk it. Yelptastic 
post-everything spasm-core that is better than cake. 


Teddy Presberg “Outcries From a Sea of Red” (Outright) I 
ended up reviewing a lot of CDs or artists making 
soundtrack type instrumentals this issue — this cat is one of 
the best, crafting funky near-ambient grooviness. You can 
almost see the topless go go dancer in the exploitation flick 
grooving. | wandered why there was this instrumental wave, 
and then I realized that the only way anyone is making 
money in bands these days is licensing music to movies, ads 
and TV, so I guess clever craftsmen are just showing off 
their wares. Good thinking, Teddy! If only they were still 
making sleazy 60s sexploitation drive in movies! 


Pronto “All is Golden” (Contraphonic, contraphonic.com) 
If Mikael Jorgensen ever decides to go solo from this sweet 





70s AM radio soft rock band he could call his new act the 
Prone Ranger. 


Psyched To Die “Year One” (Dirtnap) Ominous apeshit 
hardcore negativity that perked me right up! 


Punk Goes Pop Volume 2 (Fearless) I'm sure | wrote the 
exact same thing for volume 1, but having poppy melodic 
punk bands cover pop tunes is not much of a stretch, and 
having aggressive bands scream a Britney Spears song is 
pretty obvious. That said, solid pop acts like Bayside and 
There for Tomorrow sound pretty good doing these (and in 
the case of “Beautiful Girls” it’s less jarring to hear a white 
adult sing about being suicidal than a fat, happy Jamaican 
kid). Breath Carolina performs Hannah Montana the way 
she was trying to do it in the first place. And some of these 
songs are so undeniable (“I Kissed A Girl,” “Toxic”) it’s 
hard to not make them awesome. 





Pushing Red Buttons “the _ butterfly net” 
(myspace.com/pushingredbuttons101) Should change their 
name because Pushing can also mean “depressing,” and this 
is happifying! 


Push-Pull “Between Noise and the Indians” 
(joyfulnoiserecrodings.com) Weirdo art punk that pushed 
me into a bus and pulled me like taffy and is actually good, 
not just interesting. 


Quatre Tete “Art of the State” (Sick Room) Scramble math 
punk gooblings that made me shake like a scared baby. 
While dancing. I wasn’t actually scared, 

er = side = of =~ nowhere” 
for rOCKS! 


Benjamin or. “the 
(bejaminrmusic.com) The “ 








Rabid Rabbit (Interloper) This infection of sonic rabies had 
me happily foaming at the ears. 


Random Touch “Turbulent Flesh” (Token Boy) Anyone 
who thinks this sounds like kids banging on pots and pans or 
a swarm of bees festooned with tiny drumsticks attacking a 
taut cowhide, must know some genuinely genius kids and 
bees! This LP features multiple percussion-gasms 


The Read “Party Lines” b/w “Yr Garbage” (Phraty) If 
you've ever seen a dog shake a rag doll around with side-to- 
side headbanging moves that would make Cliff Burton in 
his prime look like a statue you know how this music 
sounds. A giant invisible dog is shaking this angular no 
wave act, and they just keep giving him treats. 


Alec K. Redfearn & the Seizures “exterminating angel” 
(Corleone) Inspired by the accordion bellowing on this I 
rigged my organ grinder monkeys’ grindbox to play this 
CD. Two of my monkeys have been institutionalized, one 
killed himself, and one is now performing as a Lotte Lenya 
impersonator in a Berlin drag show. Maybe I'll take the CD 
out of the box and bring it to my kids’ room to play these 
creepy vaudevillian story songs as bedtime tales...that 
should work out better. 


Research Turtles (researchturtles.com) There's only so 
many variations on power pop, and only one Beatles, one 
Cheap trick, and one Ramones, so there's almost never 
something new, and it's rare when there’s even a fresh 
combination of the old. Well this does the latter, sounding 
like the Jam if they were from Peoria, IL or some other 
fertile Midwest power pop soil site. Better than candy 
turtles! 


Jon Robert “Meant to Be” (Red Cup) What a maroon...as 
in Maroon 5, only better if you can believe it! Includes 
instrumental versions so you can do Jon Robert karaoke! 


“Rocky Mountain Low - The Colorado Musical 
Underground of the Late 70s” (Hyperycnal, 
rockymountainlow.com) Dear Lord this is an amazing 
compilation! While plenty of cities had bigger, and in many 
ways better, punk scenes in the late 80s, few scenes on earth 
— especially one as small as this, consisting of less than 
twenty bands — have ever been as thoroughly and lovingly 
documented as the Centennial State's has been in this 
glorious collection of lo fi recordings, blurry photos, and 
painstaking, detail-ridden research. Denver and Boulder, 
and a few places I never heard of, had some interesting 
action, with diverse sounding, vital bands who gravitated 
around Wax Trax and Trade-a-aTpe and recorded, made 
zines, and challenged their conservative and hippie 


surroundings. Best yet, the music is killer! My fave song is a 
chaotic noise rock tribute to Jackie and John’s unfortunate 
Dallas drive by Radio Pete, a re-located Chicago rocker, a 
one time Mysterian, and the originator of the name Dead 
Kennedys (Jello’s early Colorado audio endeavors are also 
included). Continuing the songs that will get you an FBI file 
is a Dylan-esque ode to Presidential assassination by 
Dancing Assholes. The poppy girl group Guys deliver 
awesome slices of Brit-punk influenced magic. And 
predicting the eventual arrival of the World Series silver 
medalists Colorado Rockies, new wavers Transistors pitch 
an excellent ode to gay baseball lust titled “Baseball and 
Rock n Roll.” Most exciting for our readers are ace tunes by 
the only band here that I had seriously heard of but not 
seriously heard, Jonny III, featured in the Roctober history 
of Wax Trax. Tou are stupid if you don’t buy this. 


Rodriguez “Coming From Reality” (Light in the Attic) One 
night in ‘69 Dennis Coffy & Mike Theodore stumbled into 
the Sewer, an appropriately named Detroit nightclub, & saw 
a Mexican-American street poet onstage, his back to a 
crowd that was enchanted by urban folk songs about drugs, 
sex, and crooked politicians. Sixto Rodriguez floored the 
producers/session musicians, in part because his music 
reflected the intellectual ambitions of the singer's Wayne 
State campus compatriots while still holding the interest of 
patrons of the “faggot bars, hooker bars, motorcycle 
funerals...and halfway houses” Rodriguez sang at & about. 
Signing with the Theo-Coff production team, Rodriguez 
quickly released two poor-selling albums. After being 
dropped by the label he retreated into academia and politics, 
and if this was a typical lost masterpiece fable, it would now 
jump to the rediscovery by visionary hip hop crate diggers, 
English ultra-hipsters, or psychedelic super-collectors. But 
for the last couple of decades it was the decidedly un-hip 
South African and Australian scenes that revived interest in 
“Cold Fact,” Rodriguez’ debut in which amazing lyrics 
(combining Dylan-esque structure with prison toast 
grittiness) were complimented by Coffey-style fuzz guitar. It 
was only last year that “Cold Fact” was finally reissued in 
the U.S., with the follow up, “Coming From Reality” just 
now returning to print. Not as funky as the debut, soft rock, 
strings, and hints of countrypolitan define the sophomore 
effort’s sound, but Rodriguez’ lyrics, voice and conviction 
remain distinct and impressive. “Cold Fact” devotees should 
consider this an interesting, extended bonus track. 


Dex Romweber Duo “Ruins of Berlin” (Bloodshot) Young 
Pitchforkers and older Bloodshot loyalists alike may find 
themselves wondering who is Dex Romweber, and why are 
our heroes on his new album “Ruins of Berlin?” The reason 
Cat Power, Neko Case, Kelly Hogan and Exene Cervenka 
lend voices to the Dex Romweber Duo (Dex and sister Sara) 
is that in the 1990s, even if the wider world ignored them, 
international garage rock and rockabilly scenes and regional 
indie rock outposts in North Carolina and Georgia college 
towns, became enthralled with Flat Duo Jets. The bizarrely 
intense hillbilly trash rock power duo consisted of manic 
drummer Chris Smith and the revered Rowmeber, whose 
guitar and vocal howls sounded like they were coming from 
ten disturbed dudes. While astonishing live shows won a 
hearty core of converts, it was Romweber's spooky, jarring 
songwriting that won over musicians. Thus, he had plenty of 
support when he made what is normally a dignified 
transition to grown up world of alternative roots rock. As 
this album makes clear, toning down explosive antics does 
not qualify Dex for the CMT channel. Though seemingly 
straightforward, these fine songs are made chilling by 
Romweber’s deeply resonant, but oddly not rich, nor 
seductive, voice. Beautiful songs (with beautiful female 
accompaniment) are made creepier by the fact that he does 
not seem to be sounding creepy on purpose, he just happens 
to have a voice that one would be less surprised to hear 
coming from a scary street musician with unfocussed eyes 
than from a scenester at Hoot Night at the Hideout. While 
this won't be the feel-good record to play at 2009 barbecues, 
“Ruins of Berlin” cements Romweber'’s legacy as an 
American underground music superhero. Or, if this gives 
you nightmares, supervillian. 


Room 101 “Contemporary Programming” EP 
(myspace.com/room10101) A one man hardcore punk 
pipebomb. 


Danny Ross “One Way” (dannyrossmusic.com) Makes 
Elton John sound like Elton gone! 


Royal Bliss “Life In-Between” (Capitol) Royal Miss. 


Royalchord “The Good Fight” (Supply & Demand) If you 
play Americana and you're from Australia is it 
Austrliacana? That would explain why the music has a 
slower drawl to it. But also why it has elements of 
Australian indie pop awesomeness. 


The Royal Pines “Old World” (She He It) Rootsy 
Americana music with subtle psyche and garage influences, 
this is a creepy endeavor that brings to mind Beasts of 
Bourbon’s one great album and some of the more jarring 
moments in classic country where stories and vibes go 
deeper and darker than love songs. A disc full of Royal 
Pains that are worth enduring. 


The Ruse “Midnight in the City” (rusemusic.com) The 
Ruse made my ears ooze. 


Rusted Shut “Dead” (Load) Ahhhhh! This scared the fuck 
out of me! I am now fuckless! 


The Scarred (Basement, thescarred.com) If you look up 
“punk” in any dictionary printed after 1993 it would have a 
picture of this band, they are that perfectly punk! Of course, 
anyone bom after 1993 would only use Wikipedia. 


Al Scorch and the Cold Dead Hands “FUCPD” EP (Half 
Day) My favorite (relatively) young band in Chicago is this 
banjo bluegrass punk party band, and if you don't like them 
you are a corncob short of a pipe. 


The Scotland Yard Gospel Choir “...and the horse you 
rode in on” (Bloodshot) Full, powerful chamber pop, which 
is better than a full, powerful chamber pot. Though, if this 
music was fertilizer it would sprout an amazing garden of 
brilliant flowers because it is so rich, fragrant, and life 
affirming. 


Scotty Don't “Songs from the Back Porch” 
(scottydont.com) Seriously ,don'r. 


The Service Industry "Keep The Babies Warm.” (Saustex) 
Austin's Service Industry reminds me a bit of that "tween" 
time in the late 80s when it seemed like most 
"Underground" bands were about to quit praying at The 
Altar of REM, leaving that task to the burgeoning "College 
Rock" scene, which actually had a few labels and some 
bucks behind it, and, in time, the new sacred cow, Nirvana 
(Cobain himself stated that REM was one of his favorites, 
and his strained, often unintelligible, vocals bore that out). 
In the very late 80s, most major cities probably had a 
confused, though somehow harmonious, music scene, the 
glaring exception being L.A., which had eschewed Punk, 
Garage, Rockabilly and basically ANY Underground 
influence, because Metal was KING, baby, and you'd better 
damn well know it, Austin was on the verge of becoming 
"The Capital of Live Music,” a title even Austinites chuckle 
at, now. Flash forward some 20 years, there are changes 
going on, but some things have to bite you on your ass to 
make you aware that they haven't gone away. Saustex is 
determined to document said changes, while re-issuing local 
favorites from Dallas, Austin, etc. (If Dallas is called "The 
City That Killed Kennedy,” why doesn’t anyone call Austin 
"The City in Which Charles Whitman Killed a Bunch of 
People From The Texas Tower"? Or even, "The City That 
Will Make You Sell Your Soul For a Ride in a Taxicab?"). 
The Service Industry is in a unique position, in that their 
album actually has commercial potential, a melodicism that 
sort or comes and goes, and, well, I'll come right out and say 
it, a singer with that "Cottonmouth" Michael Stipe kind of 
sound. But, actually, there's two singers. Lead singer Mike 
McCoy shares said duties with percussionist Julie Lowery. 
They sing virtually every lyric in unison, but not in a John 
Doe/Exene push and pull kind of way, but mostly Lowery, 
Possessed of a fine pop voice, pushing behind McCoy, 
seemingly in an effort to make him come up with something 
a little harder and louder (God, I need a cigarette!). McCoy 
does get in touch with his inner anger (Speaking as a 
consumer, this is probably the most anti-consumer album 
I've heard since “Germ Free Adolescents"), and, as the 
album transpires, he becomes more audible, and, well, you 
know, more Rock'n'Roll. Guitarist, Andy Thomas, pulls 
from The Johnny Thunders bag of tricks to give the songs 
more “Punk Rock" dynamics. You'll be wandering about 
aimlessly, when a random guitar hits you in the head. But, 
you know, that's not such an unpleasant feeling. 
Bulldog 


Shayna and the “States” 


(shaynaandthebulldog.com) California-born Country music 











that’s more Eagles than Buckaroos, but the Eagles sold 
better, so it may work out for them 


Short Punks in Love “The Adventures of Rosie the Cat” 
(shortpunksinlove.com)Short on punks, tall on awesome! 
Shamelessly pretty pop made me want to meet their cat. 


Silverstein “A Shipwreck in the 
Stupidscream. 


Sand” (Victory) 


Six Finger Satellite “Half Control” (Load) A 2001 blast 
from a band that wasn’t sure if they were from space or 
from a miles under-earth apartment lodged between the 
mole people’s lair and hell. This makes you want to jump 
into a frontloading jumbo washing machine full of rocks and 
get pummeled for an hour while playing this on a 
waterproof ipod. 


Six Organs of Admittance “Luminous Night” (Drag City) 
Six BORE-gans of Ad- Monotonous 


16 Horsepower “Secret South” (Alternative Tentacles) A 
reissue (with some kind of ultraawesome DVD audio 
version included) of a classic of Wilco-meet-the Misfits 
music (probably more Nick Cave than Danzig, but that 
comparison downplays the spooky/creepy factor). The 
horror movie soundtrack for your roadtrip through the 
American South. 


Skiggy Rapz “Back to the Boogie” ep (Beats Broke) Party 
rap that straightened out my skiggy and sounds like we're 
sitting on an alternative 1985 universe Brooklyn stoop 
where everyone is Dutch and raps super fast. 


Slaraffenland “We're on Your Side” (Hometapes) | know 
“Hamlet” was a hit, but just because you're Danish doesn’t 
mean you have to be so dramatic, guys! But seriously, folks, 
these dudes with letters like “®" in their names are geniuses 
that you should worship, and this music is lightly dense and 
wondrous. 


The Smith Westerns “s/t” (Hozac), Smith Westerns/Dead 
Ghosts split 7” (Bachelor) They are not over-hyped, 
because they are genuinely awesome. What seemed like a 
group of teenage garage rockers fetishizing the 60s 
(watching them mess with their cheapo gear in concert so 
they can get the perfect trash sound is one of my favorite 
aspects of Chicago clubgoing) has become the same thing, 
but with a perfect understanding of complexities of T-Rex- 
ities. This is your new favorite record, The Bachelor single 
couples them with fellow 60s loyalists Dead Ghosts, who 
bring to life the Ghosts of half the bands in the last issue of 
Ugly Things. 


Andrew Solomon“Something More” (andrewsolomon.com) 
Somebody's mom is really going to like this. 


Something Fierce “There Are No Answers” (Dirtnap) Now 
that’s what I call pop punk! People that sound like teenagers 
trying to impress not only fellow teenagers but someone old 
enough to buy them beer. 


“Songs from the Point” (Amano) Musicians love Harry 
Nilsson so it’s not surprising that you can get a nice group 
of artists to recreate the soundtrack of his very 70s cartoon, 
the Free to Be You and Me for kids with getting high 
parents, or more accurately, the gentile Giving Tree. 
Andrew Bird honors Nilsson with a lush presentation, Sex 
Mob goes gospel, Martha Wainwright does a Muppet Grand 
Ole Opry number, and others make some impressive, 
respectful noise in honor of the pointy headed and the non- 
pointy headed amongst us who should all get along. 


The Sorely Trying Days “Survival Mode” (Useless World) 
Rocked me sore with melodic asskicking punk-mo madness. 


So Shush “Wistful Wanders” (myspace.com/soshush) So 
lush! No mush! Move tush! Better than Rush! 60s-psyche- 
pop flush! (the “abundant and overflowing” definition, not 
the toilet one). 


Spider Bags “Goodbye Cruel World Hello Crueler World” 
(Birdman) These tarantula satchels make countrified punk 
that venomized me pleasantly. Now please pee on my 
bitemarks, baby. 


Stanley Ross “Here with Me” (stanleyross.com) Maybe if 
they had a better band name you would know them, because 


I can’t think of another reason this poppy rock band with 
608/70s tendencies and amazing hooks isn’t huge 





Stardeath and White Dwarves “The Birth” (Warner 
Brothers) Can meets the Beatles meets Radiohead at the 
awesome band name store. 


Angie Stevens “Queens of this Mess” (Boss Koala) This 
countrified singer/songwriter seriously sings & songwrites. 





Stillhouse Hollow “Dakota” (Me and the Machine) Rural 
‘Americana so entrancing that if they were the band in 
“Deliverance” the sex would be consensual 


The Stolen Minks “High Kicks,” “Minks Riot" (New 
Romance) Gave me a garage rock orgasm! And not because 
they're pretty women, but because this is garage rock done 
amazingly right! My favorite Canadian rodent-themed bad, 
though a mink isn’t officially a rodent, Though a chinchilla 
is, Awesome band. 


Strung Out “Prototypes and Painkillers” (Fat) More 
metallic than most pop-punk inspired So-Cal punk bands, 
Strung Out stands out a little, but I normally can’t get into 
them enough to hear a whole album, But this collection of 
rarities, b-sides, covers, whatnots is my fave record of 
theirs, with lots of shifts in style, some surprises, an Ozzy 
cover, raw-ish demos, and a 30 second song. 


Stupid Party (Freedom School) Brilliant Riot! This is a 
punk mess, the kind of musical vomit you don’t clean off 
the couch because you like the way it looks, 


Subb “To This Beat” (Stomp, unionlabelgroup.com) Parr. 


Suetta “Olympic Stain 1994-1996" (Summersteps) A lost 
mid-nineties band that could make room-sized post-hardcore 
noise that range (in these lo-fi recordings) from angry 
plodding punk greatness to pretty college rock (with pained 
screams inserted artfully). Many way, way worse bands did 
way, way better, 


The Summer Wardrobe "Cajun Prairie Fire"(Saustex) Did 
ya ever wonder what John's Children (great tho' they were) 
would have become if Marc Bolan had taken the reigns? 
OK, maybe you haven’t. But, imagine, if you will, a Texas 
Psych band seeped in Country and Blues influences, one 
that could have happened at almost any time, but happens to 
be happening, now, with a singer that does an Edward Hyde 
(that's MISTER Hyde to you) and transforms into...yep, 
Mare Feld (guess who?). As you get deeper into the thick, 
murky (but pleasant-tasting) Psych that permeates this disc a 
familiar voice calls out to you...vocalist Jon Sanchez, sounds 
frighteningly like The Groover, hisself, though I would 
imagine it's just a gift he has, and not a conscious effort to 
ape the man who once told a heckler in Dallas, "You'd look 
like shit, too, if you'd fucked as many people as I have!” 
Besides all that, he proves to be a talented multi- 
instrumentalist, adding guitar, keyboards, accordion, and 
even sitar to the psicodelico patchwork, while John Leon 
comes on strong with bluesy guitar and pedal steel guitar 
which brings to mind what could have happened if, instead 
of forming ZZ Top, Billy Gibbons had stuck it out with The 
Moving Sidewalks for a second album, say, in '69 or ‘70. 








What it brings to mind, however, may not seem to matter 
much, What it takes FROM your mind is a whole different 
matter. You've no doubt heard heavier Psych Revival stuff 
than this, but, Summer Wardrobe are more about depth, It 
draws you in, and compels you to tum the lights out for 
maximum effect. Their radically rewired version of Roky 
Erickson's "Mine, Mine, Mind" will mess up your head (in a 
good way), but, their originals, such as "Highs in The Mid 
'90s," "Baby, Let's Swith Graves,” and "When You Died" 
each create moods of their own, but come together to form a 
really strong, new, Psychedelic album. And, when's the last 
time you heard one of THOSE? They're different, they take 
chances, and, hey, Mare IS on there, somewhere. 





Dan Susnara “My August Mac” (cropcirclecollective.com) 
Dan is the Man! Mr. Pop Poetry 


Sweet Thunder of Niagra Falls “The Museum” b/w 
“Sweet Thunder Megamix” (Sweet Thunder) Almost 
exactly the same story as that Ben Stiller movie where he 
gets trapped in the mueum and meets all the magic exhibits, 
except this is a million times better, funnier, and more mind 
expanding. If you're like me and want your kids to know 
more about the wonders of psychedlic audio drug trips and 
less about Robin Williams than this is for you! 


The Sworn Liars “Vile Device” (Big Neck) Thrilling, 
driving punk trash that made me want to swear at 
pedestrians, drivers, cops and small children 


Telepathe (iamsoundrecords.com) Covertly happy dance 
music couched in, but never submitting to, the drones, 
shamble beats, tones, and flatness of dark/goth/dreary dance 
music, It’s like they are trying to trick the thick eyeshadow 
teens into perking up. 


Jon Miki Thor “Sign of the V" (Vulcan Sky) The ultimate 
Thor album! Magnificent song after song about exercise, 
nutrition, and drama! And pulling a “John Cougar 
Mellencamp” with his name thirty years into his career is 
awesome, as well 


Thunders “The Sympathetic Oscillations” EP (A Squared) 
Should be called Wunders because I wonder why they are 
not bigger than Frank Sinatra fronting U2! Rock n Roll 
infused with some VU weird sound vibe and some futuristic 
recording magic 


Tijuana Hercules “The Almanack of Bad Luck” (Black 
Pisces) The one-two donkey punch of Tijuana Hercules hits 
even harder with an expanded lineup...There's no credits 
here, but the gang is set to brawl with our friends Velcro 
Lewis, and Roctober's own James Porter, plus a horn section 
(1!) in tow. While Singer/Guitarist John Forbes, might have 
missed his true calling as a Burlesque Comic, he sill 
summons the Axis of Evil (Howlin' Wolf, Captain 
Beefheart, Tom Waits and, of course, Jim Dandy) to emit 
the most putrid shade of Blues. We're all too young to 
remember when the Blues were wild, but the band beats the 
SHIT out of those Blues. But then again, these days, if you 
beat the shit out of the Blues, you'd have nothing left 








‘Tortoise “Beacons of Ancestorship” (thrilljockey.com) This 
is the kind of music that should always be coming out of 
those bizarre tiny Smartcars, and the people who drive them 
should have to wear futuristic unitards and antenna helmets. 
Subtly perky tortoise-core (as their genre doesn’t seem to 
exist outside of ther records) that could beat any combo 
called Hare in a footrace. Which according to Allmusic is 2 
bands and 25 solo artists, So watch out 


Uke of Spaces “Flowers in the Night” (Corleone) Beautiful 
music can be boring, but beautiful un-boring, mesmerizing 
compositions are potato chips for your soul, making you 
happy and leaving you wanting more, There are acoustic 
guitars and voices singing pleasantly on this CD, but after 
that is where UoS and regular singer/songwriter folk music 
take 90 degree forks in the road away from each other. This 
is genuinely peculiar, with earnest, weird lyrics that confuse 
and enrich, All that other hooey being labeled Freak Folk is 
just polished up hippie music. This is Freak Folk! 


Unit Breed “Always Distance the Lonely” (Idiomism) 
Spooky, drowsy psychedlia that made me want to fall asleep 
and dream about sleeping...in a psychedelic dungeon! 


Unknown Instructors “Funland” (Smog Veil) The 
shorthand description of of Unknown Instructors is Ken 
Nordine recording for SST in 1981 using the house band 





and production team. Not to diminish Dan McGuire's word 
wizardry as overly Nordine-ized, but I doubt anyone on this 
project would take insult at the comparison (least of all co- 
producer Joe Carducci, whose seemingly endless reserve of 
Chicago cultural ephemera likely includes the fact that 
Nordine is responsible for the Chicago Blackhawk’s “Cold 
Steel on Ice” commercials). Mike Watt, George Hurley, Joe 
Baiza and guest vocalists David Thomas and Raymond 
Pettibon (plus some African fellow on track five, who I 
probably was supposed to be able to identify) compose one 
of the most kickass art rock/jazzbo/ominous-core bands 
you're likely to hear, Recorded during the same sessions as 
their last album, this new platter contains no new 
developments or surprises. Just more weird, wonderful, 
haunted house sounds that will rattle your brain. 


The UV Race “Good Money” ep (S-S) This is a real single, 
meaning the A-side sounds like an actual hit. “Good 
Money” I can’t stop singing it! And the b-side is a sloppy, 
awesome throwaway! 


Valina “a tempo! A_ tempo!” joyful noise, 
joyfulnoiserecordings.com) Please sing better than this! 


VEE DEE “Public Mental Health System" (Criminal 1.Q. , 
crimnalig.com) This is the Chicago band of the year, if only 
because they made the best non-King Diamond-sung 
pharoah song I can think of (and I’m counting “Creeping 
Death”), 


The Velcro Lewis Group “the bronze age” (blinded tiger) 
Odds and sods by Chicago's favorite heaviest most 
ridiculous rockers. Includes their Roctober track! 


Venice is Sinking “AZAR” (OnePercentPress.com) Venice 
is stinking...of lush moody genius! 


Very Truly Yours “Reminders” The Understudies/Very 
Truly Yours split 3” (www .myspace.convverytrulyyours) 
VTY make jangle-rific enchanting indie pop music that 
made me so happy I wanted to dance with everything I have, 
including vegetables, a colander, and hubcaps for a car I 
don’t own. They also did a split tiny CD with the English 
girl group Understudies (who have a classic 60 girl group 
sound, but tougher) who had a bit more oomph than VTY, 
but together they were as perfect a match as chocalate and 
peanut butter! My fave 3° CD of the year! Though I'm still 
shaking my laptop trying to get it out of the slot. 





The Victor Mourning “Fire Fire Demos” 
(thevictormourning.com)This rootsy, old timey story music 
(I didn’t say hillbilly) is so good it gave me Mourning wood 


Violet Vector and the Lovely Lovelies “EPI” (Color 
Wheel) Whoah! Girl group/cheerleaders/church choir/ 
weirdly harmonizing little girls vocals and psyched out 
Partridge Family pop make for a jarring slice of lovely pie! 


WaterWorks Entertainment sampler, vol. I 
(waterworksentertainment.com) Best band on comp: Shrug. 
Best band name on comp: Black Soap, Best song on comp: 
“Dumptruck Blues.” 





Wau y los Arrrghs!!! “ViVEN” (Munster, munster- 
records.com) Ominous, tear-it-up dance punk fronted by the 
Tasmanian Devil's Spanish cousin. Wau arrrgh you waiting 
for? Buy this! 


We Are Hex “Gloom Bloom" (Hex Haus) Psychedelic 
Post-Rock that hexed, sexed, and annexed me, 


Allison Weiss & the Way She Likes It(allisonw.com) This 
perky, poppy singer/guitarist/glockenspielist should legally 
change her first name to Adorable. 


T. H. White “Company Book” (Sky Council) So futuristic I 
snacked on protein pellets while listening to this on my 
brain-chip music player while cruising on my hoverboard, 
Hooky and atmospheric at the same time, I hope all 23" 
Century music sounds like this. 


Whitetrash Cowboys (Crooked Bastard) You don’t even 
want to know. Seriously. 


Zach Williams and the Reformation “Electric Revival” 
(zwrnation.com) Southern Rock so Southem and Rocking 
that it skyned by nyrd! 


William Sides Atari Party (No Sides) Electronic 
transgressionica that will make your wind up robot dance. 


Larry Jon Wilson (Drag City) Ouch! This storyteller lands 
some powerful pain on you with these subtly devastating 
tales of sadness, emptiness, failure and rough living. But 
there's also the hope, which is inherent in anything so pretty 
sounding. Whoah, that’s quite a ride! 


Winfred E. Eye “Til | Prune” (Antenna Farm) Excuse me., 
I got some boring in my eye 


Witch Hunt “Burning Bridges to Nowhere” (Altemative 
Tentacles) Half classic hardcore/half melodic Husker Du-ish 
“ambitious” punk, this is a pretty impressive collection of 
righteous incantations, 


Women (Jagjaguar) Should be called Dudes, because these 
weird sounding, melodic murky music dreams made me say, 
“Dude!” 


Yonoquiero “Blue Apples” (Front and Follow) Seductive 
melodic laid back compositions that are so quiet and subtle I 
seems like they had to record this in their room at night, 
making sure not to wake up their mom 


Your Gracious Host “Easy Red” 
(myspace.com/yourgracioushost) | have the gracious hots 
for Gracious Host! Really impressive collection of hooks, 
melodies, and good vibes. In other words; Pop-tastic! 


Hermas Zopoula “Espoir” (Asthmatic Kitty) Zopoula is a 
singer/songwriter from Burkina Fasso who on disc -one 
presents some solid, airy African pop music that you could 
dance to. It’s easy to dig his somewhat fragile, very distinct , 
extremely warm voice, which makes the slick production 
seem homey and friendly. Disc 2 is an incredible acoustic 
guitar/no band concert in Ouagadougou, apparently attended 
only by a very satisfied little bird. So basically, this is 
awesome, 


Dan Zimmerman “Cosmic Patriot" (Sounds Familyre) 
Despite the psychedelic cover art this record only 
occasionally takes its rock to interstellar planes, 
occasionally strolling through very traditional folk inspired 
songwriting. But the lush baritone brings to mind a singing 
giant (not in the superstar sense, | mean an actual mythical 
giant) which does make this kind of surreal and fantasy-like 
And his great lyrics (a song about writing his secret name in 
heaven takes Gospel music somewhere weird and 
wonderful) make Dan Zimmerman the first name is semi- 
psyche spiritual weirdness music. Though he's not the first 
name alphabetically. 


MAGAZINES/BOOKS/COMIX 


absent-cause (absent-cause.org) This has come a long way 
from issue one. Dark-ish poetry, art, interviews (a nice one 
with the Dresden Doll lady), essays and eerie atmosphere 
are all delivered in this thick package 





Bordatello, Como Ninguno, Mindless Yet Exhausting by 
Alamo Igloo (alamoigloo.blogspot.com) Ridonkulous art 
spooge explosions that are so amazing they make parts of 
me pulsate, Herzig/Igloo is a genius of mark-making 
joyousness. 








by Bill Bruford (Jaw 
Bone) Considering that I am far from a Yes fan, it's a pretty 
serious endorsement when I say I really dig this hefty 
autobiography from the progressive/jazzy drummer. This is 
mainly because the percussionist (who played in Yes from 
its 1968 inception until 1972, did significant stints playing 
with King Crimson and Genesis, and helmed several jazz 
projects) is a really charming writer. The book is well 
served by clever construction (chapters are organized by 
questions Bruford is frequently asked, with headings like 
“How do I Get Started?" and “Do You Still Like 
Progressive Rock?") and fluid “time signatures” (the non- 
linear structure has him jumping decades if it best serves his 
storytelling). Considering that Bruford was involved in 
challenging bands it’s amazing how inviting, populist, and 
straightforward this volume is, and considering how much 
of an artiste he was (no hired hand journeyman, he would 
leave bands when artistically unfulfilled, and was a bad 
bandmate if he did not respect the music) he is no prima 
donna, presenting his story with humility and healthy 
perspective, While there's some mild dirt (more like 
dust...bassist Chris Squire was annoying) this is mostly an 
account of the small triumphs and mundane annoyances of 


OO 


being a lifer in music. The dreariness of doing promotional 
interviews, the unspoken pressure of annoying drum 
company sales reps at drum festivals (festivals which I had 
never heard of before), and promoting his jazz band by 
appearing on a fishing TV show are all presented in a good 
natured deadpan, giving a good feel of the day to day of 
doing what he does (of course, you could just read the 
chapter “Yes, But What Do You During the Daytime?”), 
Lushly illustrated, and with a free CD mail in offer, this is a 
must for prog and drum nuts, and a treat for anyone else. 


Duplex Planet zine (duplexplanet.com) David has been 
doing this zine so long he’s now interviewing old people 
younger than him! 


Dwelling Portably 2000-2008 by Bert & Holly Davis 
(Microcosm) I used to get this zine directly from the off-the- 
grid zinesters, filled with detailed explanations on how to 
craft anything you need anywhere, best methods for making 
van or tent or trailer or shanty or basement nook living safe 
and manageable, and some dispassionate autobiographical 
stuff. I somewhat marveled at the way this was so 
diagrammatic and sterile and “dispassionate” while still 
being incredibly passionate and dedicated and obsessive 
about ideals and ways of life. And even though the single 
spaced typed no-justified layout was similar to the look of a 
“kook” manifesto, | never related this “survival” manual to 
crazed survivalists. | always warmly received Bert and 
Holly into my home in zine form. But what I most marveled 
at was that they found me and mailed stuff to me...weren't 
they in a movable tent somewhere? 


The Fart Party volume 2 by Julia Wertz (Atomic) Julia’s 
comics are functional both as a personal diary and as self- 
contained gag strips, with the real rhythm and sense of 
writing of a great comic. But the best part of these is that she 
draws in a cute, rough style not atypical of girly mini comix 
artists. Then she subverts that by having her cute cartoon 
self have her ping pong ball eyes bulge out with pure hate as 
she eviscerates annoying people. Cute, crude drawings to 
convey hate is a special thing 


Fat Grrrlz! zine (fatgrrrliz@gmail.com) This is the most 
zine-ish zine I've ever seen! Xeroxed, personal musings, 
written in soulful cursive handwriting and cut and paste 
typing. You go, grrrl! 


442Eme Rue (hitp://membres.lycos.fr/la442rue/) A garage 
rock French tickler! 


Galactic Zoo Dossier by Plastic Crimewave (Drag City) 
Should change his name to Plastic Genius-wave! In addition 
to all the goodies (Astral Folk Goddess and Damaged Guitar 
Gods trading cards, and a CD with YaHoWa 13, Vashti 
Bunyan, Simply Saucer and many more) this is just a great 
magazine with PCW's improving portrait art, some 
revealing interviews, and my fave feature, collage + 
commentary pages where the most rocking/psyche/punk 
rock moments in mediocre 60s-80s comic books are 
celebrated. My only perpetual criticism is that he needs to 
put a little more space between his handwritten lines and 
never print as small as he does on his cards and newspaper 
strips. It's not too small to read, but combined with the 
stylistic lettering and cramped together lines it's 
challenging, and I'm sure people who should read his stuff 
might skip it because they are intimidated. And this 
Crimewave is not to be skipped 

ras! by Chris Epting (Santa 
Monica Press) | think this tour guide to off-the-beaten-path 
rock n roll sites might be more functional if it were more 
regionally arranged (the site of Paula Abdul getting her car 
stolen is more than 200 pages from Biggie's assassination 
site, even though the’re only a few miles away), though 
there is an index that addresses that. And it pads out the 
quirky listings with a lengthy, but functional, list of dead 
rock star grave sites and several completely non- 
functional/ill fitting lists of great concerts, albums and 
songs, But with all those complaints | still brought this book 
with me on my last three trips and used it. And now I know 
exactly what Michael Jackson's Thriller house looks like in 
person and I’ve been outside Sammy Davis Jr's house 
where The Band recorded “The Band.” 





Local Comics minicomic (by Michael Goetz 
Brandywine Dr. Rockford, IL 61108) Funny ha ha! 
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Make A Zine by Bill Brent and Joe Biel (Microcosm) This 
great guide to seriously putting a zine out, distributing it, 








selling it, and getting it reviewed is elevated by using 
examples from tons of amazing xerox zine masterpieces, 
making this one of the coolest illustrated books you'll see. 


make your place by raleigh briggs (microcosm) If you're 
trying to live a green, natural, toxin-free, inexpensive, DIY 
life, wouldn't you rather get cleaning, gardening, and health 
tips from a hand written and hand drawn zine than a 
corporate computer screen?!?! 


Mutant minicomix anthology (Atomic, atomicbooks.com) 
This is an amazing compilation of mini comix artists 
because it doesn’t value superb draftspeople over chicken 
scratch artists, it just values good, funny writers. Featuring 
Ryan Onorato, Hawk Krall, Brian Ralph, and folks you 
haven't heard of but should like Billups Allen. 


Nettle Soup ~ Cook Yourself A Doorag by Olaf 
(olafladousse.com) More fun than baking cookies or 
assembling theremins or exploding pipe bombs. 


by Stephen Duncombe 
(Microcosm) So this academic assessment of zine history 
and zine politics asks some very interesting questions. 
Mainly, which “identity category” do I fit in to? Am I a 
“loser” or an “everyperson.” Yes, I already know. But I feel 
like a winner because I now know the complex history of 
zines, going back to the 30s with sci fi zines, and I know 
that I apparently reject mainstream media! So there! 





Ogner Stump comix (Rocktopus!) Freaky elegant 
wackiness! Monster comics that make you want to befriend 
monsters. 


Pajoma zine (pob 2632 Bellingham WA 98227) Collage 
and cut and paste Xerox arVlayout make this mostly show 
review zine look wicked cool. Show reviews are 
supplemented by hostel, restaurant and prison reviews as 
well, so if you're in the Pacific Northwest you will know 
where to see shows, eat, and go to jail, which is helpful. 


the perfect mix tape segue zine (microcosm) Everyboy 
loves thyroid problem stories! 


Popular Reality zine (POB 66426 Albany NY 12206) 
Maybe too real for you to handle...if you are the 
“establishment!” 


The Portable February by David Berman (Drag City) 
Berman's handsome hardcover volume of crudely drawn 
semi-sequitur cartoons is betrayed in its weirdness by a 
cartoon in the middle of a neo-Nazi butterfly that is a 100% 
New Yorker gag, point blank! Also, note that the inclusion 
of several Nazi and swastika gags may have been included 
to win favor with the editors of the Heeb magazine Hitler 
issue, in which Drag City bought (for this book) one of the 
label’s very rare ads. Plus there’s a great baseball crucifix 
gag, that was really funny. 


psyche out zine (Silvano Pertone v. le Villini Rollino 108/1 
16154 Sestri Ponenete Genova Italy) Not all about 
psyche/garage scene — just independent music and zines 
from all over the world. An dit looks like a real Xerox zine! 


Psychic Voyages by Truman Bentley Jr. (3219 Carden Dr 
Columbus GA 31907) Sure these newsletters look like 
classic “kook” literature (with their densely packed, single- 
spaced tiny text) but is it kooky to tell peopleto worship and 
exalt Truman, the author? Or cheeseburgers? Or to curse 
Bruce Springsteen's soul patch? This all seems very 
reasonable to me. 





Que Suerte minicomic (olafladousse.com) Spanish for 
“Sweet Comix!" 


Razorcake #50 (razorcake.org) They beat us to fifty! And 
they earned it — this issue is awesome! 


13 Years of Goodluck (microcosm) A compilation/sampler 
of Microcosm’s amazing books, featuring pages and pages 
of minicomix, zine excerpts, recipes, lessons, charts, photos 
and tons of xerotica (stuff by people with that zinester 
festish of obviously getting off on Xeroxed publications!). 


To Live is to Die: the ife and Death of Metallica's Cliff 
Burton by Joel Mclver (Jawbone) It is a shame that the 
members of Metallica's early lineups did not fully 
participate in this biography (Kirk wrote the brief preface), 
because it is unlikely that the brilliant bassist will ever get a 


more thorough tribute than this book by the author of the 
Metallica bandography Justice for All, and my fave silly 
rock book of last year, The 100 Greatest Metal Guitarists. 
Though Cliff became the ultimate headbanger (literally: he 
may have banged his head with more speed and style than 
anyone else ever) his pre-Metallica life as a classical music 
student and cannabis-clouded hippie-type directly led to the 
band’s expansive brilliance on its first three albums, taking 
underground thrash metal far beyond its crossover punk 
boundaries. His progressive, yet primal, bass playing 
defined their best work, and though the song “Enter 
Sandman” certainly eamed post-Cliff Metallica their 
superstar status, there are few moments of 1987-2009 
Metallica that are half as awesome as the songs Cliff helped 
mold, This book follows Cliff from infancy (he was a late 
walker) to teen garage band to a clichéd post high school/pre 
Metallica band that made a cheapo video where they 
sacrificed a hot girl to Satan. Friends, scenesters and guitar 
store clerks share memories and help paint a portrait. His 
triumphs in Metallica, and his tragic bus accident death are 
both given lengthy attention, perhaps with too much 
attention paid to the unanswered questions and 
circumstances of his ugly demise. It doesn't seem to matter 
whether the driver of the Swedish tour bus fucked up or the 
alleged black ice road conditions caused the accident. It was 
a miracle they all did't die, and a devatatignloss that Cliff 
was thrown from the moving vehicle. When researching the 
accident MvIver did leam some interesting information, 
however. The local police lost all records of the accident. 
Though the book denigrates none of the members, ex- 
members or replacement members of the group, it makes a 
convincing argument for Cliff as the most important, 
influential member of a band whose second and third 
albums changed the face of metal 








Ugly Things zine (ugly-things.com) Better than the Bible 


by Day by Richie Unterberger (Jawbone) I have two day by 
day books about Elvis and they're very informative, and 
I've seen a Beatles one, too, which is pretty detail packed. 
But considering its intentional mystery, the contemporary 
press” indifference, and the diverse backgrounds of its 
members, the Velvet Underground may be the band best 
served by a ridiculously detailed, forensic documentation of 
everything they ever did, made, said, or created in their 
heyday, organized as a diary/calendar. Unterberger, who 
wrote a great book about Unknown Legends of Rock ‘n’ 
Roll becomes a known legend of rock journalism with this 
unbelievable research project that takes us from Lou Reed's 
teenage shock treatment to VU's debut album being added 
to the Library of Congress’ National Recording Registry on 
its 40" anniversary in 2007. Though set up like an 
encyclopedia this reads like a novel, as fascinating 
characters converge from all points of the globe to become 
the most influential band in the history of underground 
music. The non-clinical approach (Unterberger writes with 
plenty of passion, opinion, and eye towards history) makes 
this thick volume a breezy, fascinating read. 


Z-Gun zine (s-srecords.com) This is the closest thing to a 
great music zine out there today. Unike other impressive 
rags form the last few years this is not full of shit and 
arrogance, and it also rejects any of the mainstream or fake 
underground press’ advertiser/publicist driven content or 
ugly design. This is a work of art celebrating works of art. 


Zine Yearbook 9 (Microcosm) A great zine compilation not 
only because it has great taste in writing and comix, but 
because it emphasizes low-run Xerox zines and utilizes the 
original layouts. Zine-tastic! 


DVDS/MOVIES/TV 


Afro Samurai — Resurrection (Spike) | don’t generally like 
anime, but the beauty of a giant afro-ed samurai artistically 
slicing enemies and fish into pieces while Wu Tang music 
vibrates is pretty hard to resist 


The Best of Funk: Dazz Band, The Best of Funk: Brothers 
Johnson (Voiceprint) Ouch. Everyone in the 2003 lineup of 
the Dazz Band was certainly a talented artist and deserves 
respect, but this concert DVD failed to even get me as 
worked up as the sedentary festival crowd watching them. 
Of the six songs, two are (I presume) new, one is not by 
them (Brick’s “Dazz,” which confused people probably ask 
them to play so often they just relented), and they skip “Let 
it All Blow.” Sure, “Let It Whip” is a jam, but the camera is 
mostly on the singer during the whole thing, and he’s not an 





original member, and I can’t really see why you would buy 
this. The Brothers Johnson DVD is a different story, Sure 
it's recorded around the same time, but it’s to a bigger 
crowd who demonstrate a palpable sense of being 
funkdafied by the reunited siblings. A more ambitious 
project, it cuts away from some of the extended lite jazz 
funk instrumentals for interviews, and the performances shot 
pretty well. They run through a lot of their compositions, 
and some Sly Stone cuts, and of course their best cut, a 
cover of Shuggie Otis’ “Strawberry Letter 23.” They have 
aged well, are great musicians (licks of lightning and 
thumbs of thunder intact) and fine showmen, and while I'm 
reluctant to say you need to see this DVD, | am saying if 
they do another tour together, go see them. 





Black Hollywood (MVD) This oddly obscure 1984 film 
(never heard of it, no IMDB listing, etc.) is pretty 
remarkable. Shot on filmstock, not video, it has faded and 
degraded beautifully. There have been several movies and 
TV shows about the history of black film, and the 
challenges black actors face, but nothing as dynamic and 
engaging as this, Amongst the many treasures here is 
priceless footage of Paul Mooney doing devastating stand 
up, Oscar Micheaux actor Lorenzo Tucker telling tales of 
early black cinema, Jim Brown being Jim Brown, and 
droves of beautiful black actresses telling discouraging tales 
of being offered prostitute roles. Director/actor/writer Oscar 
Williams is the centerpiece, holding court, and being a 
visionary about what Michael Jackson's crossover appeal 
will mean to the forthcoming generation, But he does make 
‘one poor prediction: he claims no one would ever call 
Pacino's Scarface a violent, black exploitation movie. 10 
million hip hop fans might disagree. What may be best 
about this movie is that its seeming randomness (it cuts to 
breakdancers and urban fashion shows in the style of a 
mondo movie) actually helps paint a broad picture of the 
black cultural landscape and where Hollywood doesn’t, but 
could, reflect it 


Black Label Society “Skullage” DVD/CD (Black Label) A 
feast of metal by Zakk Wylde’s hairy veterans who deserve 
the hardcore following they have. Perhaps are too extreme 
(including some extreme balladry) for mainstream fans and 
too regular rock n roll for extreme metal fans, but for folks 
in the idle you don’t get much better than this rocking Metal 
band with blazing guitar capabilities. Includes a Detroit 
concert, videos, a CD, and way more. 


Blue Cheer “Rocks Europe” (Rainman) Some of the 
greatest filmed rock ‘n roll performances of all time were on 
German TV in the 60s and 70s, and the crazy Blue Cheer 
“Summertime Blues” performance on Beat Club in 1968 is a 
TV rock n roll apex. Forty years later Dickie Peterson and 
crew return to German TV and destroy things! The original 
heavy band makes some of the most thunderous damage 
audio imaginable in a well shot concert featuring a dynamic 
performance. None of the 1968 double exposure psyche out 
lo-fi special effects are in effect, but the drummer's 
overhead shot, the excellent editing, and Dickie’s 
expressive, time wom face tells just as amazing a visual 
story as their prior Teutonic triumph. 


Bob Dylan - Never Ending Tour Diaries DVD (MVD) This 
is a total fanclub kind of thing that will mean most to Dylan 
superfans, and it's definitely a cheapo in the sense that no 
Dylan music is on this. But almost anyone would enjoy this 
extended interview with drummer Winston Watson who 
spent the mid-90s touring with Dylan, Augmented by 
Watson's home video footage of the tour bus, celebrities 
backstage, or hotel rooms, this is really fascinating. Watson 
is a likable guy snatched from genuine obscurity (cover 
bands and being an electrician) to back up a legend who 
really appreciated him. Though the interviewer betrays 
himself with obscure superfan questions, the answers are 
always for the masses, Not much deep insight on Dylan, but 
you learn how much his band knows about him, 


Everything is Terrible The Movie DVD 
(everythingisterrible.com) E/T is one of my fave websites, 
an internet version of the Found Footage Festival that is less 
reverent to the purity of the found VHS industrial, 
instructional, excersise and celebrity clips they present in 
celebration of their absurdity. EIT does more editing, which 
I normally wouldn't dig, but because they do it informed by 
their editing brains being diseased by watching so many of 
these ridiculous videos (they keep cross referencing other 
silly stuff) its kosher. The “movie” is a super long mash-up 
of ridiculousness, not with so much a narrative, but with 
themes and mondo craziness. Bonus material is their 





internet faves, which Youtube has been deleting, so maybe 
you need this DVD. 


Glenn O’Brien’s TV Party - The Sublimely Intolerable 
Show DVD, Glenn O’Brien’s TV Party - the everything 
for sale show DVD (Brinkfilm) The magic of this 
legendary 1979 New York cable access mess is summarized 
in the first five minutes when the live cablecast has no 
functioning sound and host O'Brien is trying to figure stuff 
out, and guests Klaus Nomi and shutterbug Kate Simon are 
just sitting there looking beautiful. This black and white 
show, with terrible camerawork, bad angles, and complete 
irreverence (a semi-serious discussion of Ratafarianism is 
used as an excuse to smoke ganja on live TV) is truly a 
work of art. The only professional camera work I would 
have liked would have been to see the crowd reaction when 
Nomi (introduced as one of the best pastry chefs in the city) 
starts singing a perfect aria in his otherworldly opera voice. 
Unfortunately, this is not the episode where Nomi makes 
lemon tarts. Also visiting are Chris Stein and Debbie Harry 
(looking too pretty to believe) who take non-functionng 
phone calls and smoke supposedly expensive pot. O’Brien 
also explains his theory about why Johnny Carson would be 
the greatest president of all time. Also released is an episode 
form the final season, 1982, shot on vibrating 1982 color 
video. This episode opens with only 2 minutes of technical 
difficulties. More of a goof than the 1979 episode, Glenn 
looks slightly disheveled, and there is less a sense of 
excitement in the studio and audience. That said, there’s 
some great stuff, including an extensive sing-rap 
introduction to all the cast and crew. The highlight here is 
Charles Rocket, who had been fired for saying “fuck” on 
Saturday Night Live playing amplified accordion and there's 
a weird German performer, as well. Nothing of Nomi 
caliber on this episode, but it is still a glorious slice of 
chaos. 


History On My Arms (MVD) Several years ago punk 
director Lech Kowalski (DOA) realized that the intense 
interview with Dee Dee Ramone he did for his 1999 Johnny 
Thunders documentary was so compelling it could stand on 
its own, and the resulting film, Hey is Dee Dee Home was 
released as a relatively deluxe DVD. I would like to say that 
this more deluxe DVD is an improvement, as it adds two 
films and a CD of Dee Dee noodling blues on guitar. But 
really, this is just scraping up the last Dee Dee scraps Lech 
had. The half-hour History on my Arms is mostly the b-roll 
that was shot of Dee Dee while they were setting up camera 
and getting light readings, or alternate camera takes of the 
interview segments. It's sort of revealing (messing with his 
guitar, smoking, showing off tattoos, and interacting with 
the crew he’s not a dick or arrogant, just playful, friendly, 
and cooperative) but it’s not a film. Vom in Paris is even 
less, just a follow up interview with a drummer to 
corroborate (although that doesn’t happen) a Dee Dee story. 
I thought it was going to be an archival, unknown early film 
Kowalski did about Richard Meltzer’s late 70s punk band. 
If you don’t have the prior Dee Dee DVD this is worth 
seeing, but if you do, you have to LOVE Dee Dee to sit 
through this. 


Important Things with Demetri Martin (Comedy Central) 
Comedy that involves reading. Makes Steven Wright look 
like Galagher. 


It Ain’t Over DVD (Delmark) This is a fine DVD capturing 
Delmark'S 55° anniversary concert at Buddy Guy’s. Zora 
Young kicks if off magnificently, followed by fine sets by 
the label’s greats. Lurrie Bell, Little Arthur Duncan (who is 
a treat), the magnetic Tail Dragger, Shirley Johnson, Aaron 
Moore, Eddie Shaw, and Jimmy Johnson all really deliver. 


Kill the Record Labels (killtherecordlabels.com) This may 
look like one of those dii-y. hip hop videos, informed by 
mixtape culture, that either use fiction or documentary to 
glorify artists or the lifestyle. But it’s actually a fairly vital 
documentary inspired by DJ Drama's high profile arrest. 
The record industry, in an act of confusion, decided to come 
down hard on mix tape DJs, who make mixtapes, which are 
not bootlegs, but underground CDs of unreleased, remixed, 
or advance songs, many by major label artists, and 
(especially in Drama’s case) much of it provided by the 
major labels to gain promotion and street cred. The 
hypocrisy is ridiculous, and it’s so clear that even young, 
posturing, in some cases high, rappers and mix tape DJs can 
be extremely articulate in expressing what is fucked up 
about this, and are quite adept at putting everything in 
perfect perspective. Interviews include Bun B, Jim Jones, 
Chamillionaire, Green Lantern, some white lady, 50 Cent, 





Drama himself, and dozens more. There are no comments 
from scholars and cultural critics supporting the mixtapers 
or explaining the aesthetics of postmodem repurposing and 
recontextualization and authenticity. And its not needed. 
This is also light on original interviews with dissenting 
voices (cops, prosecutors, lawyers RIAA reps) but those 
fools so discredit themselves in all the news footage 
included here that they are heard loudly and stupidly 
enough. The best bullshit argument enemies of mixtapers 
make is that there is a link between mix tape sales and a lot 
of other crimes, like drugs, guns and...terrorism. Of course, 
nothing was found at Drama’s shop during the giant raid and 
No one ever presents actual evidence of this, but they keep 
repeating it. This is definitely a d.iy. hood production (a 
prominent typo describes the RIAA law suites) and the 
section of the shadowy “Former record executive” with his 
voice nearly inaudible because of robotic alteration to 
protect his identity seems fake and pointless). But it does as 
good a job as a pro could do, and overall this gives a fine 
perspective on an interesting subject. 








Krod Mandoon and the Flaming Sword of Fire (Comedy 
Central) Krud Man-dumb. 


LLIK YOUR IDOLS (MVD) This documentary revisits the 
golden age of transgressive cinema, 1980s New York, where 
Nick Zedd, Richard Kern and their co-horts (including 
Lydia Lunch, who is a great interview in this) shot 4 
artful/4 artless celluloid (never video) masterpieces of 
abusive debauchery; some of the greatest non-titillating sex 
films ever made. Early on you half expect the filmmaker to 
set up a DiG/-type rivalry between Zedd and Kern, 
especially because Kern is shown today in an art gallery 
looking like a handsome professor and Zedd today looks 
like Darby Crash’s dug up corpse (though still kinda 
handsome, as well). Thurston Moore even sums up perfectly 
Kem's days of rape and dismemberment cinema, saying that 
his descent into drugs and madness was like a scientist 
doing field research. But despite never ascending to high art, 
Zedd is not positioned as an enemy to Kem, and their 
collaborative work is highlighted. One unspoken postscript 
to this solid piece is that not only (as they point out) have 
cleaned up versions of the sleaziest stuff pioneered by the 
transgressors made it into high fashion, but barely cleaned 
up versions of the gore/sex/torture stuff has become 
mainstream cinema with all the “torture pom” horror movies 
the kids dig these days. As a DVD bonus you get Nek Zedd 
getting the shit kicked out of him by three cops for ten 
minutes and Annie Sprinkle licking a bum victim 





The Mooney Suzuki “Live in Madrid” DVD (Munster, 
munster-records.com) In 2007 the Mooneys had long hair, 
colorful (non-leather) clothes, and the same amazing 
showmanship that won over New York a decade earlier. 
This is a great show, just about the best shot Munster 
Spanish concert DVDs yet. Unfortunately the audio sync 
was a little off, so I needed to drink 3 beers before I thought 
the lips to match the singing. 


NOFX “Backstage Passport” DVD (Fat) This is the 
complete season of NOFX’ reality show, which is probably 
the least scripted rock n roll reality show, just because these 
dudes are goofy and clever enough to make up their own 
lines. They go on a world tour to sketchy venues in rarely 
visited countries and see what happens. They avoid South 
American gigs where death threats are involved (which 
might have been interesting) and they meet dominatrixes, 
camels, and promoters who think dirt fields are prime 
venues. There's not a lot of growth in the boys from the 
opening gig in Brazil to the last show in South Africa 
(where they are bummed that it’s all white fans who look 
like Orange County pop punk fans), but I guess one thing 
we love about NOFX is consistency, remaining stupid and 
fun for 25 years without ever getting artistic and serious. 
There's ton of bonus material, and though this isn’t just for 
superfans, it’s great for superfans. 


Pink Punk: A Word In Your Ear (Voracious.TV/Freeport) 
see Pink Punk CD review 


Iggy Pop “Lust for Life’ DVD (ABC Entertainment) This 
‘86 documentary is about as good as you're gonna get with 
Iggy DVDs. While not as devastating as the best concert 
DVD could be (most aren't, though the Stooges reunion 
DVD was close) this is far more fascinating. Utilizing tons 
of archival footage dating back to film of the earliest 
Stooges shows, and a great Iggy talk show interview, and 
ridiculous snippets of lunacy from the 60s, 70s and 80s, this 
would have been stellar if the filmmakers didn’t do 
anything. But instead they conducted extensive casual 
interviews where Iggy is relaxed, articulate, and hypnotic. A 
seemingly insulting moment where the interviewer plays a 
tape of “No Fun” and asks Iggy to tell about it is great, with 
Iggy demonstrating how he modeled the vocal arrangement 
and progression on Johnny Cash’s “I Walk the Line.” He 
has always been a mensch in my book because he never lost 
his regular guy Michigan speaking voice, as a man with his 
arty airs could have gone for the fake British accent like 
Madonna and Tina Tumer decades ago. The cherry on top, 
and a fine tribute to a fallen friend, is the inclusion of Ron 
Asheton, back in Michigan, downing beers and telling 
Stooges stories without bitterness. This is a real gem. 


Punk in London, Punk in England, Reggae In a Babylon 
DVDs (MVD) I'm surprised I never heard of these movies, 
made, perhaps, for German TV. London is the outstanding 
one here, featuring interviews with relatively well-known 
bands (Chelsea, X-Ray Spex, Adverts) some less known 
(Killjoys, Jolt), and two breakthrough bands (Clash, 
Boomtown Rats, who are at one point showed on Top of the 
Pops on a background TV while being denigrated as sellouts 
in the foreground). Interestingly, though these interviews are 
mostly done in 1977 or maybe early 1978, most of the 
people are already lamenting sellouts, trendiness, and the 
death of punk, and some are vertently demonstrating it 
(the slick professionalism of Chelsea during their interview 
is as un-punk as you can get). A Strangler refuses to talk to 
German TV(“We don’t want to sell records in Germany, we 
want German bands to sell records there”), though he 
appears on camera looking cool while giving a lengthy, self- 
serving explanation about refusing to appear on camera. I 
suspect the German subtitles were removed (there's very 
little German voiceover, also un-subtitled) which 
unfortunately did away with any captions telling you who 
people are, which is a shame, because in addition to 
musicians, this doc also interviews promoters, record shop 
owners, aine makers (Search and Destroy is trying to learn 
distro from Sniffin’ Glue), and Teddy Boys questioning the 
manhood of punks. The absolute highlight is X-Ray Spex 
playing a live set in their practice space, knocking out a raw, 
but note perfect, “Oh Bandage,” followed by Poly’s 
profanity laced interview that makes her bandmate blush. 
England, shot in 1979, makes me think that London was 
popular, as this is a slicker production, opening with super- 
Pro interviews with the now established Clash and Rats, plus 
the already huge Jam. Fortunately in their attempt to capture 
the lucrative transition to New Wave, they also shoot some 
obscure bands that are fun to watch. The DVD also has 
footage of Siouxie, Ian Dury, the Specials, the Slits, and 
Madness. Reggae is a beautifully shot piece where the 
filmmaker (Wolfgang Buld, by the way, sorry I forgot to 
mention that) actually shoots reggae being performed 
mostly to all black audiences in England, in part by 
following a mobile sound system rather than just shooting 
live music in clubs. The interviews are all good, and 
performances and interviews with reggae deejays, promoters 
and performers (including Steel Pulse) make this a pretty 
compelling piece. 





Reno: 911 (Comedy Central) If you lose cast members, and 
add some new cops (one The State dude, included)that may 
or may not appeal to the audience, it might be a good idea to 
add an Asian sex-worker policewoman. So they did! 


Russell Brand in New York City (Comedy Central) 
Ahh. ..the British. 


6015 Willow DVD (Willow Street) A pleasant looking 
Canadian house hosts twenty rocking bands, including my 
current fave Canuck combo, the Stolen Minks. This is shot 
really well, with lots of low angles, and good editing, but 
since these were basically music videos and not a concert, 
there's no energy of an audience (though there's a palpable 
sense of the videomakers’ excitement). They do show the 
ins and outs of trying to have twenty bands play and shoot 





videos in three days, which is sort of thrilling and sweeps 
you up. This is kind of like the Burn to Shine series, except 
they don’t destroy the house at the end, which is kind of 
disappointing. Though they probably got their security 
deposit back, which is good. Highlights include apeshit 
punks Die Brucke, the charming Got to Get Got, and the 
Just Barelys who play in the tub and on the toilet in their 
underwear and towels. Apparently these are all local Halifax 
bands so Halifaxians will go nuts for this. 


Sun Ra Arkestra (under the direction of Marshall Allan) 
“Points on a Space Age” (MVD) This video captures the 
Arkestra in 2006 and 2007 (over a decade after Sun Ra left 
this planet) as they perform, and reflect upon, their bizarre, 
beautiful music. The nature of videotape, and footage of the 
mundane (sitting backstage, ascending grey staircases) 
should subvert the grandiosity of the Arkestra, making their 
glittering couture look more like silly costumes than 
interstellar spaceware. But their music and spirit is so 
magnificent that you can’t make them look small or normal 
Surely the artistic direction of filmmaker Ephraim Asili 
helps, with its use of collage, text, and repetition. Showing 
classic space travel and sci fi footage (and footage of Ra 
himself), using sound bites from Kennedy's space 
exploration speeches, and editing to the unusual rhythms of 
no-linear jazz allows him to do something special here. This 
is a dynamic, amazing video piece that no Arkestra fan 
should miss. 


Ike Turner “Live in Concert 2002” DVD (Charly) Latter 
day Ike in concert was more compelling than you'd think, 
with a strong voice and more charisma than he’s given 
credit for. But the treasure here is a short documentary, 
edited by someone who apparently was taught that you're 
supposed to use every video effect on the computer at the 
same time all the time, that features a 1959 TV appearance 
by Ike, vintage Tina stuff, and a great, relaxed interview he 
did while he was a prison. 


Videogame Theater DVD (Uproar) Comedy skits in which 
classic 80s video game characters (plus a naked Lara Croft) 
take drugs, commit suicide, and soap up in the shower could 
have been awful if it was done with computer animation 
But if done with puppets!?! Pure fucking genius! Some is 
funny, some not so much, but all skits are puppet-rific! Pac 
Man and retarded Q-Bert's 1979 college home movies are 


special. 


Zeros “Live in Madrid" DVD (Munster) Since the El Vez 
‘one is just about the best Munster concert DVD it’s no 
surprise that they went all out and made the video of his 
teenage band’s reunion tour of Spain in 1997 so special 
This is shot well, the band is playing brilliant 60s-style surf- 
garage punk, and Greg Shaw must have been smiling down 
from Bomp heaven. El Vez (or Robert Lopez, I suppose, in 
this mode) is creepily more handsome and younger-looking 
than all the others, in a weird Dorian Gray way. 


GUEST REVIEWS 


GUEST REVIEWER: GENTLEMAN JOHN BATTLES 
Cold Sun “Dark Shadows” (World In Sound) I'll tell you 
this, you're probably better suited, reading the review and 
interview (with Cold Sun founder and later Roky Erickson 
and The Aliens member, Billy Angel, nee Bill Miller) by my 
friend, Mike Stax, in Ugly Things # 28, as I'll probably say 
something simple, like, " JEEZUS CHRIST, THE SKY IS 
TURNING EVERY COLOR IN THAT JUMBO 
CRAYOLA BOX I HAD IN SECOND GRADE, AND 
THERE'S DAYGLO PINK GECKOS WITH 40 INCH 
TONGUES ON MY CIELING, FIGHTING OVER 


the real story is much more interesting than that, and begins 
with a quote I read by Jello Biafra (who, it happens, also 
wrote the liner notes), saying that this is, simply put, "The 
best Psychedelic album I know of.” Mike Stax points out 
that Jello knows a thing or two about Psychedelia, himself, 
and he should. I remember seeing him walking around at a 
Loons gig in San Francisco with the bands’ first album and 
then-current single under his arm. I figured Stax had given 
them to him. Mike told me he didn’t even know Biafra was 
in attendance, Anyway, Cold Sun are quickly becoming one 
of the most sought-after Psychedelic bands of the just-Post 
Psychedelic era. Bill Miller (as I'll refer to him, here) was 
already making not-so subtle innovations on the electric 
autoharp in the harsh dawning of the Seventies, several 
years before taking that unique sound with him to record 
and perform with Roky and his Aliens. You might ask, "Is 
this similar to the sound James Lowe got with The Electric 


Prunes?” The answer to that would be, "Briefly, yes.” There 
is even a moment that sounds like a nod to "I Had Too 
Much To Dream (Last Night),” but, I think even Lowe (who 
is STILL creating great mindfuck Psych albums with the 
reassembled Prunes) would argue that this is light years 
beyond any previously known use of the instrument. Just as 
The Aliens, collectively and individually, would go on to 
have a remarkably unique sound, all the members of Cold 
Sun bring something original and unusual to the plate. 
While never actually released in it's day, "Dark Shadows” 
saw a limited run in the 90s on the fine Dallas indie, 
Rockadelic, which concurrently put out reissues of obscure 
original Psych bands, and latter day local revisionists like 
Lithium Xmas and The Burin’ Rain. Their releases became 
instant collector's items, as they were pressed in very limited 
quantities. I, myself, own one or two of their singles, and 
I've spent plenty of time in the Dallas record Gulags. I know 
‘one person who owns the Rockadelic release, and he doesn't 
even like it, but, that release did serve to further the band's 
legend. Germany's World in Sound is making ridiculously 
rare Psych gems like this available again, no doubt for a 
very short time, and don't even ask me what I paid for it! 
Please. It's the second most expensive LP I've ever 
purchased in my life, the first being an original copy of The 
Chocolate Watchband's debut. But, it's high sticker price is 
largely justifiable. With a heavy vinyl copy of the 
remastered LP, you also get two live tracks on 10" wax, a 
CD booklet-sized set of liners and photos, plus the gatefold 
sleeve is pressed on heavy canvas-like paper, which makes 
the eerie front cover and the beautiful live band photo inthe 
gatefold look like paintings.You can say all is geekishness, 
but, such geekishness could have saved the record industry 
ten years ago). From the word "Go,” you can hear the 
makings of Miller's outstanding Autoharp sound that 
characterized such tracks as "The Interpreter" and "Two 
Headed Dog” with Roky, but in a heavier context, often 
vying for attention with some seriously warped Psych (that's 
a GOOD thing). Mike Stax compared the band to The 
Velvets and The Elevators (bill Miller offered that his band 
was closer, in spirit, to "Bull Of The Woods,” The Elevators’ 
DEEP Psych masterpiece, helmed by Stacey Sutherland. 
‘That's actually pretty accurate. | think, as Cold Sun's album 
also seems to change with every listen, AND, it, too, sounds 
like it's harboring ghosts, like "Bull of The Woods". I think 
the MOOD they create could be compared to The Elevators 
at their most haunting, though it's the bouts of discordia that 
could understandably evoke The Velvets (whom, we're told, 
did not influence the band), but I'm going to put my head on 
the chopping block and say that I'm occasionally reminded 
of The Seeds. And if you have to say "But, they're simple, 
two-chord pimple punk ,” then you seriously need to listen 
to "A Web of Sound.” The interplay between the guitar, 
which sometimes sounds like a keyboard and the autoharp, 
which sometimes goes in a circular pattem, somewhat like 
an acoustic guitar, resemble The Seeds, if only by accident. 
That, and being The Elevators’ first serious scholars of The 
70s, THESE GUYS DON'T SOUND LIKE ANYBODY!!! 
All the true paranoia of the psychedelic experience 
manifests itself in a thick cloud of darkness, punctured by 
the white-hot flame of the group's instrumental attack. The 
last time I saw Roky Erickson, he smiled and said, "You 
can't have it!" I figured, by that, he meant you couldn't 
touch his music. Miller seems equally protective of his 
music. Surely, nothing sounded like it at the time, even in 
Texas, where triple digit heat and unprovoked aggression 
will drive you crazy just as quickly and as surely as that 
"Ellis Dee.” It's a very personal approach to the psychedelic 
experience. Side one is near blackness, with brilliant flashes 
of light, ending in an explosion of fuzz and rage...Side two, 
the light pours out, brighter and with more frequency. But, 
as with any real P-word music, you don't have to get high to 
it to “Get it". It should be more than able to get you high on 
it's own, The bonus 10" contains two (long) live tracks. 
They sound remarkably like the Cle-Rock sounds (Pere 
Ubu, Mirrors, etc) of about five years later. It's Avant 
Garde-sounding, and, yet, it rocks. "Rock IS The Avant 
Garde "-Crocus Behemoth. A small handful of bands like 
this made it into the early 70s, by which time, the genre was 
officially pronounced dead. Butt lives on, "Your dingy, he 
circles insane, you take the Lord's name in vain, You dead 
in Kings of Kong, livin’ off, not livin'on. Livin' on past The 
Ice Age, walrus harpoons. Livin'on past the Space Age...in 
the yellow balloons. Be sure to keep me level, I'm talking a 
my own. So.don't be taken by what I say, if it's to rigid, then 
go away.” - "Livin' On,” Stacy Sutherland and Tommy Hall. 


Rick Broussard "Let It Go" (Steady Boy Records) In the 
late 80s, back when 6th Street in Austin was happening (I 
know you natives will maintain that it was NEVER 


happening, but, in '85, 1 saw Bo Diddley for the first time, 
then walked a few doors down and caught Teddy and The 
Tall Tops' second set of the evening. It was happening by 
me), I walked into The Black Cat Lounge, a really cool 
Rock'n'Roll club back in those days, to check out a band that 
Mike Buck recommended to me, They played straight 
Rockabilly, for the most part, but with NO standup bass (can 
I get an "Amen"?), plenty of Punk Rock fervor, but NO 
Metal chordings (someone give The Lord a handclap!!)...In 
fact, they seemed to have a direct correlation to the British 
Psychobilly movement (WAAAAAAAAAAAY back when 
that stuff still sounded fresh). They were called Two Hoots 
and a Holler, and they were my new favorite Austin band 
(barring The Tall Tops, anyway). I promised myself that I 
would see them again. I did see them once more, several 
years later. By this time their sound had changed drastically, 
They were trying very hard, it seemed, to sound like The 
Bobby Fuller Four. Now, I like Bobby Fuller, too, but not to 
the point of mania like some people I know. Whereas their 
influences seemed more varied (Cramps, New York Dolls, 
even Motorhead, before everyone was doing tepid covers of 
"Ace of Spades") earlier, they were locked in to this thing, 
which was GOOD, it just didn’t get me going like before. 
This solo effort from 2HH frontman is sort of a happy 
medium between what he was doing in the late 80s and the 
mid-90s. Plenty of vocal drive and rockin’ arrangements that 
draw from Bobby Fuller's main man, Buddy Holly, to be 
sure, but, done with BALLS (we all know Holly had ‘em, 
but, until very recently, most people still believed : Lack of 
20/20 Vision = dork). These songs are, largely, saturated 
with reverb, shit-hot Fender pickin’ (oK, if it ain't a Fender, 
it's close enuff and damn sure tuff). The lyrics are nothing if 
not topical : The death of 6th Street, The faded tag, "Austin : 
Live Music Capital of the World" (where, with what they're 
paid, most local musicians are starving or working crap jobs 
to supplement their "Hobbies"), and some admittedly now- 
dated sentiments like hating The Bush Regime, but, in a 
song that also addresses The Vietnam War, which didn’t end 
for the ones who were there, if they made it back, so, 
looking to a bleak future laid out for us by another war that 
won't even be over even after it's over. That's the truly sad 
part. Other mainstays: Honky-Tonkin ', Broken Hearts (and 
Vengeance, Heh heh heh) and Drinkin' and Dancin’ all 
night, plus name-droppin' (George Jones, James Burton, and 
Dick "I hate that Surf Music shit" Dale) all figure heavily 
into the final equation. It's a good time, and it'll make you 
stop and think. 

GUEST REVIEWER: JAKE AUSTEN 

“I'm A Celebrity...Get Me Out of Here” (NBC) 

Andy Kaufman - My Breakfast with Blassie DVD (VSC) 
As far as a reasonable-sounding excuse to indulge in a 
mind-numbing guilty pleasure, my morbid curiosity about 
watching Patti Blagojevich go camping in Costa Rica with 
D-list entertainers was probably as good as I'll get. And if 
learning if a Chicago political upbringing helps Alderman 
Mell’s daughter survive a month-long diet of tarantula and 
beans wasn't enough of a rationalization for spending June 
watching, “I'm A Celebrity...Get Me Out of Here,” the 
reality contest showcased other local talent, including 
Second City-trained comedy duo Frangela, and former cup- 
of-coffee Chicago Bull John Salley. 

But, as NBC calculated, the characters that most hypnotized 
me were shameless fame whores Spencer and Heidi Pratt, 
with their otherworldly obnoxiousness and entitlement 
issues that made them absurdly unfit for jungle survival. 
Like countless hausfraus and the cable-free masses currently 
fumbling with digital conversion boxes, this was my first 
real exposure to the golden couple. I never really connected 
with Laguna Beach or The Hills, their MTV shows. While 
I'm not.exactly a reality show snob (I'l basically watch 
anything involving Flavor Flav or an eating contest), in 
many ways I’m a genuine reality elitist. Fidelity to cinema 
verite masters like Frederick Wiseman and Jean Rouch, 
make my cringe reflex trigger when I watch Gene Simmons 
or Kim Kardashian betray portrayals of their so-called lives 
with bad acting (unable to portray themselves), flubbed 
scripted lines, and product placement And while there's 
certainly some postmodem brilliance to the elaborately 
staged and scripted Hills “reality” aesthetic, it’s not for me. 
Or so I thought. Like everyone, I was amused when Spencer 
and Heidi made their mark by quitting and rejoining the 
show twice in the opening week, Spencer declaring, in 
earshot of fellow cast members, “I'm too rich and I’m too 
famous to be sitting with these people and cleaning up their 
shit...this cast is devaluing my fame.” He later privately 
explained to home viewers his plans to deceive fellow 
competitors with charm, and be the show's villain. 
However, his most fascinating contributions involve his on- 
camera religious re-birth. 











The first week of the show Mr. Pratt, whose new bride 
apparently considers herself Christian, was baptized in 
muddy Costa Rican waters by Christian zealot/b-movie 
actor Stephen Baldwin, and spent his remaining days on the 
show histrionically declaring his devotion to Christ, at one 
point standing on a bench in the middle of confused 
campers, spontaneously bellowing, “JESUS! CAN YOU 
HEAR US!” After declaring that Rod Blagojevich (who 
Spencer says should be president) and Patti are the Spencer 
and Heidi of politics, the couple joined hands with Illinois’ 
former first lady and prayed that Blago would triumph in 
His name and be delivered from prosecutor Patrick 
Fitzgerald's evil and oppression. 

Some critics have questioned Spencer's sincerity, and 
reasonably surmised that his Christian conversion was 
calculated. However, no one seems to be weighing the idea 
that the young man is a genuine genius. Though it’s 
certainly possible that he is simply shallow and hubristic, 
the over the top outrageousness of some of his statements, 
his comic timing, and the unflustered, absurd defenses he 
presented when attacked by Al Roker and The View harpies 
during the couple’s victory/defeat lap after their third exit 
seemed brilliant. The decision to make his network TV 
debut by goofing on Born Again Christianity is pretty bold. 
Even with Bush in exile, this is not a country that takes 
belittling faith lightly, and I find it hard to believe he was 
not fucking around when describing the influence of his 
wife's faith. “Everything she prays for, down to the detail, 
comes true,” Pratt explained. “So I did my first prayer...I 
said, ‘God, please, the one person I want to go on a double 
date with is Miley Cyrus, if you're so powerful make me 
hang out with Miley Cyrus,’ He did it within a month!” This 
is bolder than the offerings of reality show constructs like 
Omaosa or Puck, and Pratt's refusal to break character 
makes him a better prankster than Ashton or Borat. 
Watching Spencer deliver his lines in a deadpan monotone, 
a hint of asshole in his voice, brought to mind the delivery 
and methodology of only one predecessor. The late, 
incredibly great Andy Kaufman. 

This comparison was driven home by the DVD re-release of 
“My Breakfast with Blassie," Kaufman's 1984 parody of 
Louis Malle’s, “My Dinner with Andre.” In this no-budget 
video Kaufman takes public transportation to dine at a 
Sambo's with wrestling icon Freddie Blassie. This was an 
extension of Kaufman's long-running bit in which he invited 
women in his audiences to grapple on stage (or in the ring at 
big Memphis matches). This routine combined 
awkwardness and misogyny, resulting in nervous laughter, 
if any. A feud with (male) wrestler Jerry Lawler resulted in 
a hospitalization (or didn't) that put Kaufman in a neckbrace 
(or didn’t) during this mostly improvised movie. 
Throughout the film Kaufman obnoxiously tells fellow 
diners how big a star he is, at one point attempting to pick 
up a patron (Lynne Marguilies, who became his real-life 
girlfriend) with his monotone boasts of celebrity. 

Though his most gentle character, “Foreign Man,” became 
his most famous (as Latka on the sitcom Taxi), Kaufman 
usually challenged audiences, and his ascendancy during the 
seventies when comics played for stoned college kids in 
rock venues allowed him to perform boundary-pushing 
stunts, One involved donning a fat suit to portray the 
obnoxious singer Tony Clifton, never breaking character, To 
make the gag more ridiculous, Kaufman's comedy partner 
Bob Zmuda sometimes portrayed Clifton, duping audiences 
who assumed they were seeing Kaufman. After Kaufman's 
1984 death from cancer Zmuda revived the character, 
including a punishing residency at the Chopin in Chicago 
last year. 

At the Blassie premiere (a DVD extra) Kaufman patiently 
tolerated the manic shenanigans of an emcee in Mexican 
wrestling gear. Sporting a Travis Bickle Mohawk, most 
assumed he was introducing a new character, though it 
probably had more to do with cancer treatment hair loss. 
The tragic truth of chemo was not the kind of thing 
Kaufman would play out on stage. His public persona kept 
it's air of mystery by maintaining an even keel, his 
somewhat pained, mostly blank eyes making it impossible 
for non-friends to discern real Andy from show Andy. A 
grand exit would go against character; that was the kind of 
thing he left to others, like a piledriving Jerry Lawler. Or 
Zmuda, who ends the Kaufman/Blassie breakfast by (spoiler 
alert) vomiting on their table. The new DVD is probably the 
best Kaufman product out. Though Blassie is also available 
on a DVD coupled with the posthumous Andy documentary 
“I'm From Hollywood,” that sentimental, Taxi-cast heavy 
film is not in the Kaufman spirit, and even though the 
Blassie filmmaker commentary is the same on both, on the 
new disk you get to see it delivered in what I assume is 
Johnny Legend’s kitchen. One can make some arguments 








for checking out Man In the Moon, the Andy bio where Jim 
Carrey tries his best, and less arguments for watching 
Heartbeeps, the robot romance movie with Bernadette 
Peters, Henny Youngman’s jokes, and Jerry Garcia’s guitar 
noises (hopefully that painful flick was Kaufman's most 
elaborate prank). Two excellent Kaufman DVDs are his 
brilliant PBS special and a cheapo called The Real Andy 
Kaufman, a college concert shot by amateur cameras with 
some semi-candid backstage stuff. But pretty much nothing 
is as fucked up, strange, and perfectly Kaufman-esque as My 
Breakfast with Blassie. And the fact that most of the bonus 
stuff is about wrestling legend Freddie Blassie, not Andy, 
actually is a great tribute to Andy’s sensibilities. 

The first non-Pratt Celebrity contestants to leave the jungle 
were Frangela, who insisted that Spencer awfulness was not 
an act. A lowpoint of the show involved the rich, blond 
manchild physically confronting one of the hefty black 
women, bringing to mind centuries of American racial 
dynamics, with the hypocritical Christian boy disrespecting 
his inferior “mammy.” The comediennes were not joking 
when they expressed genuinely dislike, and took his idiocy 
as Gospel. Which is not so different from to the results 
Kaufman garnered when he jostled women, duped 
audiences, and subverted television. Ultimately the biggest 
winner of this contest may be Mrs. Blagojevich (her jungle 
dignity and demeanor likely poisoning the jury pool in her 
favor, something insincere Rod could have never achieved 
had his plans to appear on the show not been legally 
blocked). But if the Pratt's public life is intended as an 
extensive piece if performance art their achievements may 
be the most impressive. If Mr, Zmuda is looking for 
someone to take over the fat suit after he passes on, he 
might just find his successor dominating TMZ. 

GUEST REVIEWER: RATSO THE PUPPET RAT 

Neil Hamburger “Western Music and Variety” DVD (Drag 
City) Full disclosure: Neil Hamburger is a close, personal 
friend of mine. This is an amazing DVD, in part because 
Neil and his hillbilly band put on a great music and comedy 
review, doing songs from his latest album, plus some of 
Neil's trademark stand up, and best of all, his band doing 
Hee Haw-esque jokes off of cue cards. But that’s not what 
makes the DVD amazing. The bonus material is awesome, 
with Neil performing a concert at a real life cat hospital for 
the kitties (it's an all cat joke set), and better yet, Neil 
performing on my TV show Chic-A-Go-Go, It even includes 
an appearance by me (even if some five year old is stepping 
in to my camera). And that’s what makes this an amazing 
DVD...no, not my appearance, but rather the fact that my 
cameo seems to be part of a declaration that Hamburger is 
making with this DVD. Since he is obviously one of the last 
practitioners of true showbiz, and on this release he seems to 
be assembling a new Rat Pack! Neil is our Sinatra, Dr. 
Demento (who does the DVD's introductions) is Dino, I’m 
Sammy, of course, the dashing Prairie Prince of the Tubes is 
Peter Lawford, and that cat with feline leukemia is Joey 
Bishop. Of course, anytime Neil’s good friend Frank Sinatra 
Jr. is in our presence we all get demoted one spot, so I'm 
Lawford and the sick cat is Shirley Maclaine. Our Ocean's 
Eleven will be direct to DVD on Drag City in 2013. 
GUEST REVIEWER: NADIA TROUSDALE 

Placebo “Battle for the Sun” (PIAS/Vagrant) A leap of faith 
worth taking! Placebo fans have had a rough couple of 
years. The once-androgynous Brian Molko's a father now, 
Stefan's got his side project (Latin-based techno group Hotel 
Persona) and due to ‘artistic differences', former drummer 
Steve Hewitt has called it quits after a decade as the band's 
heartbeat. Many in a long-term love affair with the post- 
glam, alt-rockers' changing tides were disconcerted upon 
hearing Battle for the Sun's unremarkable title single, But 
Battle took many by surprise in proving that the new 
Placebo - comprised of singer/guitarist Brian Molko, bassist 
Stefan Olsdal and shiny new drummer Steve Forrest 
(previously of California-based Evaline) - is still very much 
the old Placebo. 

Like a good wine or the band's 2006 album Meds, Battle for 
the Sun takes a little while to settle in properly. At first it's 
loud, immature and deliciously insulting, much like 
Placebo's earliest anthems of velvety vitriol. Songs like 
“Ashtray Heart” (after their original band name) and “For 
What It's Worth” will stick with you for days, catchy thanks 
to Forrest's powerful presence. Brian Molko's self-loathing, 
schizo-introspective side takes up too many of the tracks — 
half of them, to be precise. But the album is redeemed by 
“Bright Lights”, which convinces us he's tumed his 
desperation into enlightenment. 

“Speak in Tongues” with its half-Caribbean opening lends a 
wary naivety to difficult circumstances, and here more than 
anywhere can you feel Olsdal's integral, throbbing bass in 
your nerves — regrettably, his efforts are almost undetectable 








beneath the electronica influences on other tracks. “Kings of 
Medicine” is at once morbid and delightful, as only Brian 
could sound so beautifully seductive threatening your death 
‘lying on ice...drowned in Southem Comfort, left to dry out 
in the sun. 

“Happy You're Gone” keeps in its heart an appealing 
vulnerability, one that has always been attractive to 
Placebo's fan base. Molko's faculties as a singer have also 
improved exponentially, roughened by a decade of self 
abuse and finely-tuned in comparison to his whine of 
previous years. 

All in all, Bartle for the Sun is the ideal mix of the hypnotic, 
the catty, the morose, the heartbroken and the wise. This is 
undoubtedly a combination that has always suited Placebo. 
Though the members of the band may be growing up, so are 
we all, and Brian Molko's voice is one fans still recognize as 
that of their deepest regrets, and purest moments of wonder. 
Placebo's ever-growing depth and versatility are what make 
the album wonderfully human, eerily sympathetic, and the 
perfect background music for your hangover time and time 
again. 

GUEST REVIEWER: JEAN-EMMANUEL DELUXE 
the other colors “361” (theothercolors.com), BIPPP 
“French synth wave 1979-1985” (Born Bad) Dear reader 
maybe the more curious of you lot has heard of Marie Médr 
a minimal synth, new wave french diva. In the early 
eighties Miss Médr was singing along with bippps & bleeps 
a song whose main lines were “it’s a good day to di 
song you can find on the excellent BIPPP compilation on 
Born Bad records (can you be more new wave than that?) 
For a lot of people Marie disappeared in the grand time 
vacuum. Surprise, surprise she is a back shaping words & 
lyrics on a challenging project curated by the contemporary 
artist Laurent Chambert (the more in the know would have 
noticed she worked recently with french pop Icon 
Christophe too). It seems that the modern art world is 
mixing more and more with the pop scene. In a lot of case, 
like with Momus (ex Creation records artist & a real 
douche) it's just a cheap way to earn some money by 
throwing pretentious drivel. Basically as records are not 
selling anymore some popsters are desesperatly trying to 
seduce pseudo-intelectual dorks popping straight out Dan 
Clowes’ “Art School confidential.” With “361” it is not the 
case, this album is a strong reflection on the golden eye of 
popular music whilst not fearing to explore adventurous 
sonic landscape. “361" is a bit like the movie in a movie 
genre, let just say it’s an album within an album. Like two 
mirrors facing each other here’s a truly fascinating record 
and a proof that demanding & rewarding art projects can 
still exist today in an art world dominated by anything goes 
concepts. Really, American mate, you should check that 
record out!! Croyez moi!! 
GUEST REVIEWER: EDMUND GRAYE 












Tesco Vee bobblehead, G.G. Allin bobblehead 
(Aggronautix) What can one say about cute bobblehead 
dolls that appeal to little kids that are made in the image of a 
man who declared that crippled children, camel jockeys, and 
you suck, and a guy who was a professional public pooper? 
What can you say, indeed? You can say FUCKING 
AWESOME! The details are amazing (G.G.'s tattoos and 
treasure trail, Tesco's Abba clogs and craggy snozz) and I 
think my G.G. doll even defecates if you bobble him hard 
enough. 
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THIS WAVE. WAS READY 
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BECAUSE AS YoU GUYS 
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oO CAST, MAYBE EXACTLY A MECCA FOR 
SPRINGSUIT WATER 
TEMP. 
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| WAS IN DEEP... 
LOOKING UP FROM MY 
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"ENTER: THE BATMAN” 2009 Fete KiocKau 


THE STORE'S ONLY PERSONALITY 
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ONE REOCCURING 
CHARACTER WAS A 
GUY WE DUST CALLED 


‘BATMAN.’ 


A "EW YEARS BACK I WAS 

BM WORKING AT A PERSON- 
ALIT Y- FREE CHAIN RECoRD EL 
STORE IN A POSH PART OF Town. it 


see AND THE COLLECTION OF 
LOCAL NUTJOBS WHO WOULD 
WANDER IN OFF THE STREET. 


HE WAS A HULKING 
MASS WITH ONE BULG- 
INGEYE AND HIGH, 
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BATMAN MOTHER SoRRY MAN-THE 
FUCKER! TH TV SHOW! O'S SHow ISN'T OUT 
WW REAL PEOPLE IN] RON VHS oR DVD. 
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DID MoM SHOW ME THIS 2 


WHAT DOES INDIGENOUS 
ORNITHOLOGY HAVE To DO : 
WITH THE TRIG MIDTERM? 
CONTROL -- CONTROL y 
YOURSELF MARGOT! 
WHAT HAVE YOu DONE? 


DAD. REMEMBER 
WHEN You SAID WE 
COULD TALK ABOUT 

“THE ETERNAL RETURN” 
WHEN Z WAS READY? 


AT LAST. IT'S SIMPLE My PBAR. 
AS THIS “1QULIM PLATE” 

DEMONSTRATES CONCLUSIVELY, 

THERE |S AN INVISIBLE LINE... 


You ARE INSANE TASHA, 
7 IF You po 
SHOW you 
SOMETHING 
PERIODIC THE EARTH WON'T 
3 WITNESS AGAIN FOR 
TWELVE YEARS 
AND 
FIFTEEN 
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CAN THI8 GIRL HELP /T ? 
DOES SHE EVEN KNOW 
WHAT SHE'S GETTING INTO? J 
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INTO PUREFLOW SPACEFLOW, WHERE ORBANEHM PRESSURE 
FORCES BUBBLES OF THOUGHTSPACE, ARTICULATING 
MOMENTS FROM THE VOYAGERS' PASTS ANP FUTURES, 
TO FORN OUTSIDE THE CAPSULE, LIKE AIR AROUND A DIVER! 
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SITUATION, DOCTOR? 






I--WAIT~-- THE DEVICE 
THAT ISOLATES AND 
IDENTIFIES DEVIANT 
NUCLEOTIVES? 













OF COURSE, 
THE DNABLER/ 
T'tL RETRIEVE 
IT AT ONCE! 











HUMAN --KNOW “THAT 
THE WORD DEVIANT KNOW TOO THAT 
\$ AN INSULT 1 AM NEAR DEATH -- 
TOMY RACE. My DNA I$ LITERALLY 
DISINTEGRATING 

AND I CAN NOT -= 
















WE HAVE TWO MINUTES 
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ATAK RETURNS, 

DEVIANT, 















CAREFUL 
PROFESSOR! 


THE DNABLER 
INDICATES A 
DEVIANT PRESENCE 
WITHIN 
THE ROOM / 
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DR, DANIEL DAMIAN |S A MAN WITH A PROBLEM -- AN ARCHAEOLOGIST, OBSESSED WITH THE 
LEGACY OF HIS DAUGHTER MARGOT AND LATE WIFE SARA, INHER YOUTH, MARGOT EMBARKED 
ON A VOYAGE OF DISCOVERY, UNCOVERING SECRETS HE STILL REMAINS IGNORANT OF, TODAY, 
IN REMOTEST PERU, A BREACH AT THE CELESTIAL’S COMPOUND! STANDING SILENT 
SINCE THE DAWN OF MAN, THE ANCIENT STRUCTURE NOW HUMS WITH ACTIVITY, NOW THAT 
THE CELESTIALS, IMMORTAL JUDGES OF MAN'S PROGRESS, HAVE RETURNED, 

ITS INHABITANTS INCLUDE THE POWERFUL AJAK, DAMIAN, ANDA HIDEOUS INTERNAL -- 
THAT RACE OF MUTANTS WHOSE FATE HINGES ON DAMIAN'S HELP, DAMIAN'S DOUBTS ABOUT 
HIS ROLE IN THE CELESTIAL'S SCHEME ANP HIS DAUGHTER, ROAMING FREE IN THE WORLD 
OUTSIDE, MAY COMBINE TO PESTROY HIS 
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A |, AIRECTIONLESS MOACRN 
SAMMY TRAVELS TO HS TAILOR 
| TO ORMER CUSTOM REd Les THER 
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T HAA NEVER SHOWEREA ALONE 
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\y THOUSH t did NOT beLieve MY HAIR 
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PUSHEd OUT FROM PORES 
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NiSHTLY, MY HAIR EAILOd TO 
SUCCESSFULLY SUide ME IN THE 
CONSTRUCTION OF STURAY 
Lean-Tos 
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THis Is TIMMY, 
You GoT FIVE 


Gor A FIFTEEN mANvTE 
sist AT tHe seat Hovse 
MONDAY AT MIDNITE. 
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IMMACULATE MACHINE A WILD PEAR 
HIGH ON JACKSON HILL THE EVAPORATORS & ANDREW W.K. VOLCANO...BLOODY VOLCANO 
CO / LP / ITUNES SPLIT-7* / ITUNES CD / LP / ITUNES 
ALSO AVAILABLE: 
THE PACK A.D. — FUNERAL MIXTAPE * NOVILLERO — A LITTLE TRADITION 
THE RAMBLIN' AMBASSADORS — VISTA CRUISER COUNTRY SQUIRE 
KELLARISSA — FLAMINGO » VANCOUGAR - CANADIAN TUXEDO 


ROCKETS 


‘Lean Forward’ CD/LP 


Stacked with sharp lyricism and 
gritty fatalism that looks off the front 
porch for inspiration, and has the locked 
CC CRC RC eo 


eae 


‘Ruins of Berlin’ 


TD ae 
music... one of the best kept secrets in the ROSIE FLORES-—the Rockabilly Filly, and 
CR Le ae PE me eta 
—~Jack White, WHITE STRIPES and conductor of the Chicago-based collective 
Fag u a ea PULL Ce ree 
CD and LIMITED EDITION LP stretching from Texas to Wales—one with her cowboy 


Pte ce ine aetl ce nea boots firmly in the dance halls and the other with his 
PSS ae CS 
PMS CUS UL MC RL Ls 

18 bloodshotrecords.com —_ roads of American music. 
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HAMTI6 ‘Pizza Pandemonium' 





By King Merinuk 


h AVORITE PLZ. iF 
+4 $f lee ee 








HAMZI@ DEALS WITH THE 
PARK LORD CLUCIFER) 
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Of The Late 1970s 


“This is a great surprise and a necessary listen” 
- HENRY ROLLINS 


“Rocky Mountain Low is an insanely great insider's view of 
the Colorado underground scene of the late 1970s” 

| - BYRON COLEY & THURSTON MOORE/BULL TONGUE 

“A first-rate compilation.” - JERSEY BEAT 


“Perhaps the purest, most vital core sample of local music 
you could ever hope to hear. A+” - THE ONION 


“A total knockout of a compilation!” - MAXIMUMROCKNROLL 


“This is raw art rebellion before all the rules, genres and 
fashion put the blinders back on.” - JELLO BIAFRA 
“You'd do yourself proud by snatching up a copy of 

Rocky Mountain Low” - BLOG TO COMM 





OO OAVOUNEPNINEROLLE | A) / RL 
The Colorado Musical Underground fe /~ ff 







3 | 


PUY WPA NTF? 







































Deluxe 2xLP package with a 
bonus vinyl only song. 
Includes a CD of all the 
recordings and a 24-page 
booklet with extensive 
liner notes, bios & photos. 
17 bands 32 songs 
84 minutes of music 


Crees red 


caves REALICIbE, DENTAL 













SURPRIGE QUESTS ANB 
MoRE TBA! 














DISTRIBUTION: 
Revolver-Forced Exposure-Matador 


VICTORVISION 
BATCH 2 -- OUT NOW 


The Molten Rectangle #2 
Featuring: big Jim Trainor 
interview, Anthony Mann 
overview, John Candy, William 
Friedkin, etc. 










Handglops Meercaz Bon Vivants 
Ronk Ng Rool Meercaz Black Honey 
(Guicher 615) (Guicher 614) (Guicher 613) 














Victorvision Shorts 

Dirt Burths, by Paul Nudd 

The Magic Kingdom, by Jim Trainor 
Every Other Day, by Gene Booth 












Home Blitz 





Kurt Vile Magik Markers . 
Constant Hitmaker Home Blitz Panegyric To The Things Ten dollars for three short dvds 
(Gulcher 611) (Guicher 609) (Guicher 604) and @ movie magazine.” 





Gulcher CDs: gulcher.gemm.com, Slippy Town; distribution: 


ase = snaketiger.net/ Victorvision 
Revolver USA. Downloads: eMusic, iTunes, Amazon, Other Music. - 
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Ceveppating 25 VEARS oF MuUSKAL 
ACTIVISM AND POLITICAL. UNREST. 


WE LOVE YoU!!! 
- FRIDAY, OCTOBER 91 @RESGIE'S 
353 ANNIVERSARY PARTY 
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DIRECT MAIL ORDER: ‘ Northeagtery, Plineis Univers 
www.rockymountainlow.com ‘ www. Neiv.edu 
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"Discotheque A-Go-Go’ 10” 
Ultra-rare & primitive instros from Mexico 


Electro Harmonix 





myspace.com/electroharmonix!0 


myspace,com/munsterrecords 


Records & Stuff We Sell: 


123. Q AND NOT U -no kit No Beep Beep’ LP II 
118. ONE LAST WISH «1986: Le - Now on viny! SII 






















90. FUGAZI Red Medicine’ LP *1] 
70. FUGAZI In On the Killtaker’ LP S11 
44. FUGAZI ‘Repeater’ LP *1| 
30. FUGAZI 7 Songs’ 12" EP $9 
26. DAG NASTY Wig Out at Denko’s’ LP *11 
24. EMBRACE Self-titled LP (red vinyl) #11 
22. RITES OF SPRING ‘aii Through a Life’ 7" $4 
19. DAG NASTY Say LP II 
16. RITES OF SPRING self-titled LP $11 


12. MINOR THREAT first ewo 7s on 
10. MINOR THREAT $9 
9. SCREAM LL » #11 
8. FAITH /VOID Split LP (purple vinyt) #11 
7. FLEX YOUR HEAD $}I 
We now sell high-quality (DRM-free) MP3s directly: 
Full-length album download $7 * Maxi-Album $9 
Or buy 15 individual download credits for $10 
All re-mastered LPs and EPs include free MP3 download 
www.dischord.com 
E-mail; orders@dischord.com Phone: (703) 351-7507 
Stores: Let's deal direct! Phone: (703) 351-7491 
Fax (703) 351-7582 E-mail: direct @dischord.com 
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"*WE ADD ANOTHER FLOOR, | 
ROOMS IN THE BAcK.” 1} a 2 
7 
VAG S'THE OLD FoLkKS LEAVE 
Ay AND MoRE YOUNG kibDS |) 
| HEIR PL. a . 
Gan TAKE THER ACE.” 1{ 
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5 4 ONT, I'M THE c¢-~-c. «°° R CAIN. 
\ cnec® : , AND 7, CAN we fr NOT A Dime trie} MADE IT ACAIN... 
3 HE Rest 15 F-b” 


WHo THE HELLS 

HERE So EARLY 

RAPPING ON THE 
Mic? 


wer SON AW? og, An’ oN ON AN’on 
THE Beat pon'T STOP 
UNTIL THE BREAK OF Dawy 
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a in ‘ I), °°50 1'VE BEEN RUNNING MY DAD'S CLUB, DISco FEVER, 
eve ‘ FOR ALITTLE OVER A YEAR IN THE SOVTH BRONX? 
posh” 0 
C \ = 


i Z 
‘AND | NOTICED SOMETHING [JE] 
ABouT THIS cLuB, THis [a 

4 <cRowD ...°? 
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"1 GoT GRANDMASTER FLASH To Disco FEVER FOR 
- TUESDAY NIGHTS - HE DID IT FOR CHEAP, FIGURING A 
MORNING 1s" WHEN ; WEEKLY GIG WAS A GOoD WAY To GET A RADIO SHOW. 
IT SOT REALLY LIVE.” : . FIRST NIGHT, 600 PEOPLE SHOWED UP.” 
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ed Nee 
So RUS 

"THAT'S WHEN YoU STARTED GETTING THE DJ, SwEET 

GAT FIRST, TALKING To THE <ROWD oVER THE MUSIC, 

SAYING NURSERY RHYMES, WHATEVER. AND | SAID 


Wow, TH/s IS SOME GIMMICK TO MAYBE PO A 
MIGHT WITH,” 
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* SUNDAY, EDDIE CHEBA. a 
“Love pus starski | | REGGIE wELLs THRSDAY.” ||| “AND THEN JUNE Bus 
ON MONDAY,” ae’ AND SWEET 6 ON THURSDAY, 
T fe] | 4: 4 Fripay AND SATURDAY.” ’ il 
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RAPPERS AND DJs FoR EVERY 
NIGHT OF THE WEEK.” 


wewiin 


“EVERY NIGHT You CAME To THE FEVER, You HAD A DIFFERENT Mc AND A DIFFERENT STYLE OF D7.” 








GREAT PAINTINGS BY DEREK ERDMAN 
WWW. DERENERDMAN. COM 
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re at 1120 N Ashland Ave. Hours are 10am 
lay of the week. And we can 
sounds of something groovy 


dustygroove.com 
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“A Dylan-esque modern day folk hero” - Tom Lounges 
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JOHN LENNON STORY 


WHEN I WAS A KID, 
Iwas PRETTY MUCH 
IN LOVE WITH THE 
BEATLES... 


Xr REMEMBER IN MY 
HEALTH CLASS I was 
SINGING ALONG To THE 
TEACHER'S RADIO AS 





THE ONLY RECORDS 
I LisSTENED To WERE 
BEATLES RECORDS 


"YELLOW SUBMmar, , 
aR Pye 


Ch YET ANoTHER 
TRiviA 


AN) 


THE ONLY Books I 
READ WERE BEATLES 
Books... 


THEY SHOT ONE 
OF THE BEATLES... 


WHAT'S WITH You? 
You'RE USUALLY So 













ON THE NIGHT oF 
DECEMBER 8, 1980, I 
WAS IN THE 7th GRADE 


THE NEXT MORNING I 


WAS TAKING A SHOWER 
an& GETTING READY 
FoR SCHOOL... 


THAT DAY AT SCHOOL, 
aQl the TEACHERS 
WERE PLAYING 
BEATLES MUSIC... 





I yvust Loved THE 
MUSIC SO MUCH... 

\|_ You Ne . 
RP tis 


er 


and I WAS Too YoUNG 
TO KNOW WHAT DEATH 
REALLY MEANT 
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WRITTEN OoWN: JAN. 21, ‘09 - DRAWN: 1/26/09 
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AND THEN SOME! 





